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The first edition of Mr. Very'a writings was 
prepared by Mr. Emerson, and published at bis 
requeat by Messrs. Little & Bruwn, at Boston in 
1839, under the tìtle of " Esaays and Poema." 
It was long since exhausted, though iiever re- 
prìnted, and conaisted of tbree esaays in prose 
and sometliing leas than haìf of the poetical 
pieces bere ^ven. 

The essays received high praise hrom etninent 
BOurces, though. it ìb thought best not to include 
them in the present coUection of the poetry, 
whoae pure, bird-like note of unpremeditated 
song was at that time, if not stili, a unique pro- 
duction bere ; and stood (as Mr. Dana remarked 
of it) quite '' apart " in American literature, 
It was bailed witb deligbt by the leading literary 
men tben on tbis side of the Atlantic {vide Me- 
moir, pp. 9-11), whose feeling for tbis genu- 
ine, underived voice of Nevr England piety £nds 
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expretsion, tt b hoped, in the linea which Mr.l 
Very's literaiy friends bave deaired should stand I 
aa an introduction to this collectìon of his poetiy. I 
li the verse alluded to scema io overestimata 4 
the value of t)mt poetry, it ia to be remembered | 
that it appliea unly to the condition of poetìcal I 
hterature in thia country half a century agoj 1 
and it is to be noted tbat it nnderstatea the vat- 1 
pression which Mr. Very's reraarkable originali^ I 
and fervor of pure devotion made upon his con- 1 
temporams. 

ÌTbe present collection has been arranged with. 
a TÌew of showing the development of die Aa- 
tbor'e religioua idea connectedly ; and \\a& been 
divided into such groupings and sequencea as the 
eubject naturally asBumea by headinga, taken 
from hie writinga, which serve to denote llie 
character of the group so inclosed. Though not 
including ali the verae even produced during the 
period of Mr. Very's remarkable exaltation, it 
presenta throagbout a closely connected sequence 
of thotight, and a complete picture of a deep and 
unusual religious experience, that colors ali of 
the writer's worlt ; some of whieb, of earlier and 
later origin, is included for general literaiy 
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PREFACE. vii 

Into it ali he ponred bis inmost soul ; whose 
history Ì8 bere Tmtten wiih an mtensitjr which 
varied with the writer's spiritaal and mental 
condition. Ali of Mr. Yerj's verse is absolntely 
composed idthoat a thought of literary form, — 
though it has an nnstadied grace of its own, — 
and wiih a spontaneity which is almost as rare 
as it is conceded to be admirable in literaiy art. 

WM. P. ANDREWS. 

Salbh, Mass., February, 1883. 
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JosES Vebt, the poet, waa born a.t Salem, on 
Massachusetts Bay, on the 28th ot Auguat, 1813. 
He was the eldest of six childten, two of whom 
dietl in infancy. His brother, the Eev. Wash- 
ington Very, who died in eariy manhood, and 
Miss L. L. A. Very, the younger of his two sia- 
ters, wlio stili survive him, exhibited alao a de- 
cided talent for versification, wliicli they seem to 
have inherited from their parents, hoth ni whom 
were fond of composing veraes, and sometimea 
incladed them in their lettera to the chUdren. 

Mr. Very'a father, " Capt," Jones Very, a son 
of " Capt" Isaac Very of Spencer, Mass., and 
his third wifo Rachel (Jones) Very, was, like liia 
father before liim, a sliipnmster, and followed the 
Bea from early life. He was one of the ship- 
masters whose intelligence and gentlemanly bear- 
isg made the name of New England honored on 
ali seas. Married early in life to his coiisìn, 
Lydia Very of Salem, he seems to have been a 
higlily respect«d and useful citizen, and was soon 
given command of a Tessei. He matte many 
Buccessful voyages, on the hist two of which, in 
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1823 to Cronstadt, and in 1824 to New Orleani 
Ile waa acGompanied bj- hia san Jones, Uien a b 
of nme.' 

While in New Orleans young Jones was seni J 
to scbool, and on his return to Salem he wei 
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He died Li 1S31, aged SB; 



e Bùlad 3q thè empJoy ot tbo Hon. William Gray Crom 1 
\a the brig Concord ; from 1821 to Septflmb«r, 1S24, in 
Urelia. He married Uà oondo, Lydia Very, abore n 
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MEMOIR. 5 

back to the Public Grammar Scliool, wbere he 
was rmnarked aa a aby, modest lad, wlio took 
little part in the boyiBli sporta of hia fellowa. 
Thia fact, and a certain diffidence and reserve of 
manner, tended to limit the number of liis scbool 
ìntimatea, thoagh he naa respected and beloved 
by ali who c^me in contact with him. 

In December, 182i, bis father died, and bis 
mother, a woman of mnch decisìon of charaeter, 
was left to bring up ber young famity alone. To 
Ler the poet waa indebted for hia ardent love of 
flowera, and hia graceful linea, entitled "My 
Mother's Voice," show the wann affectìou and 
harmonious relation that existed between them. 
Mrs, Very waa inclined to be akeptical of the 
shallower religious pretenaiona and conventions, 
but reverenced ber BOn'a lofty aelE-abnegation ; 
and in the height of his religioua ecstasy she 
ehielded liim from mach annoyance incident to 
the reueption of bis exalted viewa of human duty 
imd conduci, — opinions that ahocked the serene 
Gontentment of the conventional clergymen and 
respectable pillars of the churchea ; who declared 
that Very and hia friend Emerson wei'e danger- 
oua persona, and that they ahould be indicted, or 
at least incarcerated in an asylum for the insane. 

Young Very was a devoted student, and hia 
great desire was to lead a literary life, and to go, 
as he espressed it, " to the depths of literature." 
He waa unnsually mature for hia age, and pasaed 
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the larger part tA his tóme in Btuiiy, bnt the e 
of hÌB fatlier's familj- had devolved opon 1 
and when he was fourteen years old he went h 
an auetìon room in Salem aa errand and s 
boy. He ob conscientiously disehai^d theae nevi 
and distasteful dutiea as Le did the n; 
genial tasks of the echool-rootu ; but occupied aU.I 
hU well-eamed momeots of leisure in perfecdngJ 
bis educutioD. He seized with avidity on aUiJ 
books that pattsed througb bis employer's haniÌB, A 
and purchaHed such a» bis stender means wovddlH 
allow. In exchange for a rare copy of Shaka^a 
Bpeare wliich he procured in thia way, 1: 
tained fruin a student the hooks necessary to fi 
bini foT college, and -witb the kindly asBistance o 
Mr. J. Fox Worcester, a gentleman, engi^ed i 
preiiaring young men for the imlvei-sity, 
fitted himself to hecome a tutor in a private Latin 
acbool in Salem, then presided over hy Mr. 
Henry K, Oliver. He assisted Mr. Oliver in 
preparing boya for entrance in the freshman 
class, and pursued the atudtea of the first col- 
legiate year ueantime with that gentleman. In 
1834 an wnclo oE young Very furniahed wbat 
pecuniary aid he needed, and he entered Har- 
vard College, Cambridge, Mass., in the last term 
of the sophomore year. He graduated in 1836 
with the second bonors (the first heing given to 
a Buliolar of the aame rank who had pui'siied the 
entiro coiirse williin the university), and was ap- 
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pointed a tutor in Greelt, studjing Theology at 
the same time in the DÌTÌnily School. 

In college, as in Bchool, he waa too sedate to 
be widely and generaUy popular, but ali who 
knew hitn reverenced the lofty puritj of hia 
chamcter, and he soon gathered around him a 
small circle of warmly attached frienda. He waa 
aensitìve and reserred, but the cordiaUty of bis 
tone and the sveet naturalness of bis smile of 
welcome at once attracted whoever made his 
acqnaintance, tbough the uniform gravity of his 
daily walk and converaation prevented the many 
from approaching him as an intimate. 

He diligently followed his studies in the Di- 
vinity School, but found time to devote more 
than the then usuai attention to hia pupils in the 
Greek class. 

He has aince heen epoken of, by thoae Dader 
his charge, na an ideal instructor; "one who 
fairly breathed the spirit of the Greek language 
and ita litei-ature, eurrounding the study with a 
charm which," his pupils declare, " Tanìsbed from 
Harvard with him." He, however, dìaelaimed 
any especial merit as an instructor, aaying, in 
answei' to a compliment on his success, that he 
" only let the Greek grow." He vìaited the 
etudents in their rooms also, and asked them to 
walkwith him; talking meanwhile of the higheat 
spiritual theraes, but in a tone so devout and so 
far removed from cant ss to command the atr 



tention of eren the most thoi 

proof of liia power. Forty-f our yenrs a 

the hilarities of a class supper were suspendad 

that eaoh member present mlght be&r Iotìoì 

teetimony to liia individuai si 

Mr. Very's instruction and the force of hia ( 

sonai ÌIlfl^enc^e■ 

The verees whieh flowed from liia pen e 
first appeared od tlie backa ot the young a 
Greek exeroisea as incentivea toward a nobla 
life ; and hifl beat literary work was produced al 
thig tiine (1836-38). His intenHe appticatiot 
and the excit«nient of his exalted spiritual C 
dition proved too mach for his healtli, and lai 
1838 he retired to Salem in aearch of neededfl 

Tliere the stream of poetry fiowed on unìotei* I 
rnptedly, and it is a noticeable fact that ali hia | 
more important work was produced in tliis spoik- 1 
taneouB, unatudied way. He, with Milton, 
garded its acRompliniunent as lying not with hìm, 1 
"bnt in a Power above him;" as proceeding I 
directiy front wliat Milton speaks of. in alluding 
to his OWB great projected work, as " tliat Eter- 
nai Spìriti who can enrich with ali utterance and 
knowledge, and sends out his serapliim with the 
haUowed tire of hia aitar, to touch and purìfy the 
lipa of whotn He pleasea." 

He had become intonaely interested in the snb- 
ject of religion, and was incUned to carry thia 
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Miltonìc view of inspìratioii to itn laiit resulta. 
He waa therefore ttought by niany perBoiis to be 
insane, Ijut Rev. Dr. Clarke, who aaw him at thìs 
time, declsred it to be a case of "moso-sania 
rather than mono-mania ; " and M>. Emerson 
wrote tbat he regarded bim aa " profoundly Bane," 
and "wiahedthcwholeieorldwsreas'mad as he." 
Dr. Clarke said he failed to find evidence of de- 
rangement, and "saw only the workings o£ a 
mind absorbed in the loftiest conte mplations of 
religious truth, and which utterly disregarded ali 
which did not come into tbat high sphere of 
thought." He said : " Mr. Very'a views in re- 
gard to religion were not different from those 
heretofore advocated by inany pure and eamestly 
religious persona. He maintaina, as did Fénelon, 
Mmc. Guion, and othera, tbat ali sin consista in 
Helf'Will, ali bolineHa in uncondition&l siurender 
of ouT own wiU to the will of God. He beKevea 
tbat one wbose object ìh not to do bis own wiU in 
anything, but constantly to obey God, is led by 
Him, and taught of Him in ali thinga. He is a 
Bon of God as Christ was The Son, because ho 
always did the thinga which pleased hia Fatber." 
Mr. Very said that eyery man wonld attain to 
this when be made the final eacrifiee in filial 
obedience; and be belìeved hìmsclf to bave done 



Miss E. P. Feahody, who was then intimate 
wlth botb Mr. Very and Rev. Dr, Channing, re- 
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porta the latter as being " immensely ìnipressed 1 
and toached with hÌH union of gentleuesB and \ 
modesty. and yet camplete aense i)f hìs word I 
belng the utterance of the Holy Spirit ; " and e 
Bayìng that " he had not lost his reason, bnt only ] 
hekl hia sensea, his lower faculties in abeyance." 
"Men in general,"' said Dr. Channing, "bare ] 
lost or never found thia higher miud, their in- 
Banity is profound, Mr, Very'a is only auperficial. 
To hear him talli was Ulte looking into the purely 
apiritual world, into trath itself. He had nothing 
of self-«xaggeratioii, but seemed to have attaìned 
Bclf-annihilation and b«come an oracle of God." 
Dr. Ghanning repeated that be had " not Ioat 
his reaaon," and quoted aomiì of bis Ha34nga, 
identical with many parta of his sonnets, as proofe 
of the " iron sequence of his thougUt." " Wells 
of tbougbt, clear and pellucid, and comiug up 
from profound deptha," Dr. Clarke bad called 
them in the notice of Mr. Very before quoted 
from ; and Hatrthorne haa embahned tliem in the 
album of hia "Virtuoso'a CoUection," as the 
poet whose voice is acarcely 
IH yet by reaaon of ita deptb." 
interview in which Very had 
sion to him, Hawtborne apeaka 
as arising from want 
igarded big 



utterances of 

heard among 

Referring to 

dellvered Ida 

of hia (Very'a) limitati 

of a aense of tbe ludic 

views aa sanetifìed by his real piety and good- 

neas. He added, however, that " he had bettor 



remain as he la — one organ in the world of im- 
personai apirit — at least aa long aa he can write 
snch gooil sonnetB." Our elder poet, Mr. Ricliard 
H. Daoa, spoke of them in one o£ his friendly 
notes to Mr. Very, aa " so deeply and poetically 
thoughtful ; so true io language, so complete aa 
a whole." He aJso wtote to hia other poet 
friend, Mr. Bryant, tliat he regarded them as 
"standing apart here in those qualities ; " and 
with thìa judgment Mr, Bryant coniially ^reed ; 
commenting upon their " estraordinary 
grace and origiiiality,'' and fonnaUy ptonouncing 
them " among the finest in the language." 

r. R. W. Emerson hailed them aa " hearing 
mqnestionahle atamp of grandeur." "They 
are," ho aays, " the hreathinga of a eertain en- 
tranced devotion ; aa Binl^ere a litany aa the He- 
brew songa of David or Isaiah, and ouly lesa 
thau they, becauae they are indebted to the 
Hehrew Muse for their Ione and genius. They 
have the sublime unity of tlie Decalogue or the 
Code of Menu ; and if as monotonous, yet are 
they abnost as pure as the sounds of surroundìng 
Nature." Mr. George William Curtis has lately 
remarked, " it is plain that they are gema of 
purest ray aerene ; " and another competent 
critic haa happily characterized them as " a 
BOul'a history written with a pen of light." Aa 
e literaturo they are highly interesting, amid 
the present flood of secondary and derived work ; 



iiKMors. 

and, OS Goethe said of aiiother gennine poet of a 
■ingle not« : " the trae test of ali literary grea^ 
neM dwells with him. that the more intimatoly • 
yoa know him, tho more yoa love and i 

Mr. Very regariled these sonneta uà containing 
a " mesgage " which faad beeo " giveu bini " to 
detiver ; for he was infìnitely niodest about bit 
own part in theìr production, and thought hìat- 
self but a. reed through vhich the Spirit n 
breathe a music of it» own, It was a perfectìy I 
naturai consequence. he believed, of hìs Hubmìa- I 
Bion t« the Divine Will ; and noukl always fol- 1 
low if man olTered no selfìah obstruction to the i 
movement of that Holy Spirit, ever striving to 
manifeat itself In the human Boul. 

In this earlier perìod of hi» most rcmarkaUe 
production, during the year» 1837-38 b 
these verges poured forth from bini with ex- 
traordinary rapìdity, and were penciled down as 
they " came " to him, on a great sheet of paper 
which he hatl foldetl to pages of amali note size. 
Miaa Peabody says they were produced at the 
rate of one or two a day. When the slieet was 
full Mr. Very brought it to her, and she trana- 
mttted it to Mr. Emerson at Concord, who after- 
ward printed these verses with others, which Mr. 
Very Iiimself gave him, substantially unaltered. 

Mr. Emerson eays in bis private journal, of 
Very : " Our Saint was very nnwillìng to allow 
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cocrection " (of his veraes), "but bis friend said, 
I suppoaed you wero too high in your thought to 
mind auch trifles." He replied, "Ivalue theae 
verses iiot because tliey are mine, but because 

they ate not." 

Mr. Emeraon's notes on Mr. Very, mode in 
liis journal» of tlis time, are so valuable as es- 
hibiting the character of Mr. Very'a tbought, 
tìiat they may well be giyen bere as originally 
jotted down. The first entry occurs under dato 
of October 26, 1S3S, and it and tbe others, made 
apparentiy about the same time, are as followa : 

Jonea Very carne bither two day» since. His 
posUion accusea BO<;iety aa miich aa society nameg 
tbaC false nnd morbid. And mucb of his discoitrae 

I coQftrning society, church, and college waa abso- 
lutely just. 

He aaya it ia with bim a day ol bate ; tbat he dis- 

[ cerna the bad element in every person whom ho 
tneetai wbicil repela bini: he even ahriaks a little to 
gÌTC the hand, tbat sign of receiving. Tbe inatitu- 
tìons, the citiea whìcii men bave biiilt the norid over, 
look to bim Ilke a buge ink-blot. Hia only guard in 
going to see men ia, tbat he goea to do them good, 
else they «ouid injure hitn apiritually. Ile livea in 
the eight tbat He who made him, made the thinga he 
aees. He wouid as aoon embrace a hinck Egyptian 
mummy aa Socratea. He wouId obey, — obey. Ile 
B not dispofcd to attack relìgiona or charitiea, thoogh 

' false. Tbe bruiscd reed be would not break, smok- 
ing flax not quench. 



\0 
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/ He anawered L., " your thought f peaks there, i 
j not your life ; " and he ìb very sensiblo oE interferene 
fìin thougbt Rnd act.J A very accurate discemment ol 
X spirite bclonga to big state, and he detesta a 
^ llie presene» of an alien elemeat, tbougb be cannoiJ| 
teli whencc, Low, or whereto it ia. 

He thiiiks nio covetous in my hold oE li 

eing trutb aeparate, atid o( receiving or takiog it, \ 
inatead of luerely obeyiug. Tbe will is to bim allfj 

.o me, aEter my orni showing, trutb. 
■enaible in one of a little colder air tban that li 
breatliea. He aays, " Tou do not disobey becaiu 
you do tbe wrong act, but you do the ti 
cause you first disobey. And you do not obey bo-l 
cause you do the good action, but you do tbe goa 
action because you first obey." 

He hua notbing to do witb time, because be obeykV 
A man nlio is biisy has no time, he does not recog-9 
iiize tbat elcuent. A man wbo ia idle Eays be doeil 
not kiiow wliat to do tritb bie time. Obedience is io ] 
elernity. 

He aaya it ia tbe necessity of the Spirii 
witb authority. 

He had the manners oE a man, — one, tbat i 
to wliora lite was more than meat. He telt it, he J 
eaid, an bonor to waab bis face, being, 
tempie of tbe Spirìt. 

I ought not to omit to record tbe aatonisliment i 
which seized ali tbe company wlien our brave Saint 
tba other day fronted the preaiding Preacher. The 
Preacber began to tower and dogmatize witb many 
worda. Then I foresaw tbat bis doom waa fixed; 
and, as eoou as he bad ceaaed speaking, the Saint set 
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him rìght, and hìevr attay ali hìs nonk in an instnot, 
— unlioraiid him, 1 maj say, and tumbied him along 
the ground in utter diamay, like my angel of Heli- 
odorus; never was discomlìture mare complete. In 
tonee of genuine pathos, he bid him fonder at Hie 
Love wUifh Buffered him to speak there in bis chair 
b of things ho knew nothing oF ; one might expect to 
' tee the hook token from bia hands and him thruat 
ouC of the room, and yet he wns allowtìd to sit and 
talk, whìlet every word he spoke waa a, step of de- 
parture from tlie truth; and of tliis ho commanded 
bimself to bear witnuea. 

In the woods, he aaid to me, " One niight forget 
here that the world waa desert and empty, and ali 
the people iviuked." 

When he is in the room withother persona, apeech 
stops, aa if ihera were a corpae in the apartmant. 

At Walden Pond, when the water waa nmch di»- 
turbed by the wind, he aaid : " See how eauh nava ) 
riseB from the midst with an originai force, aC the I 
game lime that it partakesof an originai movemenC." ' 

In our walk Jones Very Eaid that he had been to 
Cambridge and that he had Uiere fouad bis brother 
in bis chftmber reading Livy. "I asked bim," he 
continued, " if the Romana ivere master» of the 
worid? My brother aaid tbey had bucn ; I told liim 
they were stili. Then I went into the room of a 
Bcnior, who lived opposite, and found him writing a 
theme; I asked him what was bis aubject? and he 
Ifltid, Cicero'» Vanity; I asked him if the Romana 
's of the world. He said they had bcen; 
I told bim they were stili. Thia was in the garret 
f Mr, ÌVore's house where my brother's room was. 
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bu Hr. WaM'i «kIj, ud fo^ 

P BuIb-, ud I uked bùn iC tha 

Ve mmIUmt 

t^r wtn MÌO.'- 
M Im lo ttadj ShakMpean waa the bct 
Mj, Sbakcapcare vas no caùu — 
jrM W* wtiU Gentn*. He widied to *o1t« tiiu prab- 
kiD. Wben 1m «u ukeU. niut na tbe diffennm 
bctwwD «udoni Bnil geni&i t he replied : " Wìadam 
WM o( Goti," — boi ìtt baA Uh genioft, and cooJd 
noi *pn»k (i( ÌL Ile wu preMed funher, «nd uìd, 
• 'Gcolui «TM tbe dfcaj of Wiadom." Ile sdded: 
" 1*0 the preeiU lent Shakeapear«, Wìsdom woa ol- 
ereJ; but ba did noe aucepl it, ami «o be «lied Kwajr 
Jnto Gtniu». Wben bU Vinej»nl wbs given faim, 
God louked llmt be sboulil bring furth grapes, bnt 
lie brougbt fonb sour ip^pes." " But," udii tlte in- 
terrogBior, " My grapts tBstsil sweei." He replied : 
t> Thnt w*a becBUse you knew oot tlie «wei-L AH 
thinR* "''" *wcct, until iberK conies a gneutvr." I 

Wben Jones Vcry was in Conconl, he liad «ùd to 
gie: " I alway» felt wben I hcard you sprak, or read 
your writingi, that you saw the truib beHer thtu 
Other»; yBt I fd' ihat your epirit was not quite rìght. 
Il WW B' if " *eili of colder air blew acroBs mi;," He 
teened to expect from me, — once especially in Wal- 
den wood, — a full acknowledgtncnt of bis mUsion, 
ud a partitìpation in the sanie. Seting ihU, 1 osked 
lóm if he did noi eec ihal my thoiiglilB and uiy po- 
«tìon were constitutional, that it woiild bu false and 
impoBtiible tor me lo «ay Ida ihinga or try lo oi-cupy hii 
ground aBforbìmtouBurpmineì Atler some frani 
wd full explaoMion he conceded this. Wben 1 met 
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him aftorwards, one evening at my lecture in Boston, 
I ioviled him to go home to Mr. A.'b with me nnd 
sleep ; which he did. He alept in the room adjoining 
tniiiu. Early nczt day, in the gray dawn, he came 
imo my room, aod talked irhilst I dressed. He 
Baid : " When I was in Concord, I tried to say you 
were also right; but the Splrit said you wero not 
Tight. It is just as if I ehould aay, It is not morning, 
hut the Morning saya, It ia the Morning." 

His worda were Ioaded with Iiis fact. Wliat he 
eaìd, he held, was not personal to him, was no more 
diaputahle than the shining ot yonder sun, or the 

hlowing o£ Ibis fouth wind. 

At llie McLean Aeylum the patientB severally 
thanked him ifheD he carne away, and told him that 
he had been of great service to them. 

Jones Very is gone into the multitude aa eolitary 
as JeeuFi. In diamissing him, I eeem to bave dìs- 
oharged an an-ow into the heart oE Society. Wher- 
ever that young cnthuaiast goes, he will astoninh and 
disconcert men by dividing for thom the cloud that 
covers the gul£ in man. 

The astottishment in the minds of the stfùd 
citizena of Salem waa already apparent, and aa 
his entbufliasin iiiereased, he quiekly pi'oceeded 
disconcert the soinewhat formai clergymen ot 
ttiBt peaceful city, by dividing for them the elood 
V^ch covered the gulf between the usuai cdd- 
Tentional observance of religions torma and the 
tremendous demanda ìnvolved in a litei'al and 
nnheaitating acceptonce ot the precepts of Chrìat 
Christian example. He tìnally called on 
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tht« «iitTiTHiit memben of the profearìon 
uiTi'H'il tu priiy with them, that they too mìgjht 
Htilttiiìt tilt' III s«'IveH wliolly to the DÌTme Wfll mn^ 
In» }>iipti/.<Ml with tlie IIolv Ghont. He was gen- 
ertilly r<M'i'ivu«I with cuurteity and cotwidermticn ; 
bill tiiis vicw of the c*leri(.*al duty was rather too 
tu Ili* h l«ir tiiL* ^xx I-nature of liome of the breth- 
reii, and tbcy demandeil that Mr. Veir be shut 
up in un iiL-iane a*(ylum. Hit» mother, howe^er, 
•UhnI U'tween bini and any forcible remoTal, 
tboit^b b«* put iiinisolf for a while onder the care 
uf I>r. Beli al thi* Asylum in Somerville, irho 
»biirlly HI* ut bini hi une. freed from physical 
bau «t ioli iind tb«* exciteinent incident to the 
obfnt o|)|M>HÌti()n bis fearlei^s ^' hearing of 
tnony " biid niitnnilly enou^h aroused. 

Wbib) under Dr. IWir» eare he finished the 
papcr on Sbakes|K>are, includeil in the collection 
nimbi by Mr. Knierson, together with the other 
iMhninilfb) pa]K>i-H on Hamlet and on Epic Poetry. 
TbiH bitt4ir ho bad delivereil in Salem the winter 
Ixjforo liM a bicture, and Miss Peabody was so 
d(sf;ply iinprcHHed with its unusual merit that she 
wroU» ai once to Mr. Emerson, suggesting his 
invìting Mr. Very to lecture in Concord, and the 
a/lvÌMability of bis making the acquaintance of 
tbÌM r<;niarka]ile young man. Tbis Mr. Emerson 
did, and wrote to Miss Peabody under date of 
Aprii 5, 1 838 : — 

^^ Bui what I write for is to thank again your sa- 
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gacity that detects such wise men as Mr. Very, from 
whose conversatioD and lecture I bave had a true 
and high satisfaction. I heartily congratulate my- 
self on being, as it were, anew in such company." 

Several times in the course of this year Mr. 
Emerson writes to Miss Peabody of the satisfac- 
tion he has had in visits from Mr. Very, and in 
November he writes to Mr. Very thanking him 
for lectures and sonnets which he " loves," and 
has had copied, and reads " to ali who bave ears 
to bear." " Do not," Mr. Emerson adds, " Do 
not, I beg of you, let a whisper or a sigh of the 
Muse go unattended to, or unrecorded. The 
sentiment which inspires your poetry is so deep 
and true, and the expression so simple, that I am 
sure you will find your audience very large." 

In the f ollowing June Mr. Emerson writes to 
Miss Peabody : — 

" I cannot persuade Mr. Very to remain with me 
anotber day. He says he is not permitted, and no 
assurances that bis retirement shall be secured are 
of any avail. He has been serene, ìntelligent, and 
true in ali the conversation I bave had with him. 
He gives me pleasure and mucb relief, after ali I had 
beard concerning him." 

Mr. Emerson adds he shall himself go to 
town and attend to the publication of Mr. Very's 
hook. 

From Mr. Very's letters of this period to Mr. 
Emerson we can see how truly his verses reflect 
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hìs niental condition at that time. He writes to 
Mp. Emerson in Se])tcmber, 1838 : — 

"I am frlad at last to be ablo to transmit wbat 
has been toh! niu of Shakespeare — \ is bui the faint 
echo of that wkick speaks to you now. . . . Yoa 
bear not mine own words, but the teachingg of the 
Iloly Gho:<t. . . . My friend, I teli you these thingi 
as tliey are told me, and hoiMi soon for a day or two 
of It'isure, whcn I may speak to you face to face aa 
I now write." 

In November of the same year he writes : — 

'* I was giad to bear that my stay witb you wms 
improving, and that you love that wbicli is spoken 
by the Word. If you love it aright, in the spirìt of 
obedience, it shall be unto you given to bear and 
speak of the Father in Christ. . . . You must pass 
out of that worid in which you are, naked (that is, 
willess) as you carne in. Then shall you haye a 
new will born of the Spirit, and when this also is 
submitted to the Fàther's you shall be one with 
Him; that is, be prepared to see Him as a spirit. 
Every scribe instructed in the Kingdom shall bring 
forth, as a householder, new and old ; that is, he 
himself shall bear the word of the Father, and anew 
interpret for men the old. But so far bave the false 
Christs failed in this life, that they do not even 
claim to bear of themselves the Word, and vainly 
attempt to bring forth that once spoken.** 

He sends some poems of his own Mr. Emer- 
son has asked for, and says : — 

" I was wearied much by a few days' stay in Cam- 
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n and well ; 



bridfre, but am now as if with you agai 
waiting for that daily direction whii^U is a path un- 
aeen Ihrongh the world and its visible evila; — in 
whicb ihat we ali may walk foreTer and ever I pray 



Again he wrìtes, with n 



« poems:- 



" I send you tbese by letter that they may come 

earlier to hand. I hardly dared to write them, and 

that will excuse ino from a letter. They are the 

trae letter, as I am true. There is more Joy and free- 

dom as I advance, yet stili I long lo he clothcd upnn 

with my house from hcaven. In you, loo, rany more 

lyOf the old pass away, and the new and nbiiling be 

lUiore and more felt. This I pray forevvr, as 

M "lam J, Vkiìt." 

Among Mr, Emerson 's papers were also some 
formai epìstlea of Mr. Very's, setting forth his 
ideas more at length. In one, on the subject of 
Prayer, he says : — 

" Ile who is bom " [he means by this, bom anew 
intothisepirit of utier aelf-abncgation] "is alone said 
by God, or in Scripture language, lo dcny himBeK. 
Thia is praver 1 And hy it you show that you love 
the hrethren, hecause yoa cannot love more than 
this, that you accomplish the entire denial of the life 
yoa have attained unto hy beìng born. . , . This 
is prayer, in BÌnterity ever to love your neighbor as 
yourself. It [that is, the ncw birth in the Spirit] 
hs3 not really hegun till then. When you, who are 
unhorn, are nsiog words to tvhich you give that 
name, there is no ngency at work bcncfìting thoee far 
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wl.Mì„ x,.„ .I..H .jM-ak. . . . It ìs yoiir worria ,rtiich 

•^^' !•"*• -Ì'-ì: '^''u :'":r inwanl ^^rowth or buk- 

w:ir«lin-n -ìlii -niiM-v -liis inilueni-e to othera. Use 
whiit !.ui-M;i^r v.Mi ^T^ll. m.,, .«an nerer sap anr- 
ihin- l.ui wl,.ii M.u ..-.■. Vvi.,^v*.r lires l>etter tli^ 
V4HI k,u,ws wlijit vnu in' rr:ii!y -iivini;, whaterer the 
M.ui„N „i x,.„r :ì,w. Hk- Spirit'will alwaya work, 
wluilur 11 !.». ;,H..i. .r wìh-iIut it be evil." 

A-itui lu^ Nuvs, ìli rlit» ,'j»i>tle on " Miraclea: ** 

'• Olir >iuiv turwani uni mtIjo is livin^ the some life, 
or |m>>iiii; uiw:u-.i tlu- s:um- liff :is yoiirwlf: he alame 
CHI! niÌM- MMi, «ir .in iipuii y,.u with a powi*r aifferont 
fiHJiii \nni- uwii. wli.i „>v ihat oiluT iife, and has al* 
vv^wxU [Mw-a lii-h.iv \nii imo it. . . . As in a glaw 
Ilice ai»»wvi-H to ijuM-, M, wiil HIV beart then answer 
to voiiiM. N.iw you Nfv iiu-, if siiTÌit it luay be called, 
tjxtfrnally, with un umbaii!:*-»! spirit: tlien face to 
fat'o. N«)w you iiiaki' nu* wh.it I aiu to you; thea 
you Miall Hue mi' as l am ; ù.r yuu your'*elf will he 
ma(i« iiko unto uic. 'Hk-ii shall you know that it 
wttf 1 who callf<l you fortb t'pi»ui tbe iirave ; it was / 
who raised you froiu tbo bod of sickness; and you 
will arise and iuinÌ!«UT unto m^y 

It Ì8 not to Iw wondoreil at that gentlemen 
engaged in ploilding along pleasant ministerial 
hìghways did not relish tliis sort of light in their 
quiet studies of a Monday morning, and declared 
the presumptuons young person to be hopelessly 
insane, and in league with the Arch Enemy. 

Mr. Very's own Iife as a minister, when he 
recovered his health, and, in 1843, was licensed 
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to preach by the Cambridge Asaociation of 
Minìsters, was never a " popular " aitccess ; but 
after hia death the truth ot what he here says of 
the strength of this unseen influenee was foreihly 
illuBtrated in maay unsought teatiinoniais to the 
inBpiratioii his life had been to ali sorta and con- 
ditìona of men. "To have valked with Very," 
Baid a brother clergyman, " was tndy to have 
walked with Gìod." So filled was his apirit with 
the immanence of the encircling Power Divine. 
" I told my people," aaid a singularly eloquent 
pteacher, " that to aee Yery for half an hour in 
my pulpit, and know that such a man exiated in 
the world, waa a far gteater sermon thaii any 
preached to them from the lipa of an orar 
ter." And a apoitsman remarked to the writer: 
I don't set up to he a religious man ; but yon 
Ccnild n't meet Very in the fields wìthout feeling 
Iwtter for it somehow." It is a noticeable fact 
that this feeling for Mr. Very knew no bounda 
of sect, or of intellectual attainment. It was 
ìndeed an " o'erflowiiig well," of whose eool 
watera ali men gladly drank, and " owned iU 

" He waa aa good," aaid bis life-long friend, 

the EeT. Robert C. Waterston, " as goodneas it- 

self, true as truth. With his knowledge and 

, Tisdom, he waa as simple aa a child, transparent, 

partlesa. He was the estremest possihle distance 

I poraposity or pretenaion. Whon he be- 
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lieved that the poetry, whitli carne to him lite 
the hreath of hcaven, did actually come from 
Heaven, it was so naturally and simply said, 
that you felt it vraa his profoundest conviction. 
He believed fuUy and iutenaely that the Loi-d o£ 
Life gave it te him. It 'waa a sacred idea, a 
Divine Reality." 

\ neurness of the Divine Fresence waa to 
Mr, Very the great fact of life. He felt it to be 
io intensely real and vilal that he waa inexpress- 
j ibly grieved, aa he looked around aino»g liia fel- 
[ lowB for men who thits '' walked with God," to 
find how mueh alone he stood ; and he breaks ont 
into a wail of lameotation that men are dead to 
llie glory round them, and in a hondage worae 
thnn slavery. He " cannot teli the sorrows that 
' he feels " for bis hrethren dying in the liideona 
. darkneBs of a prison, when they should he work- 
ing with and enjoying wìtli the Father. 

HÌ8 own intense, contemplatiTe piety had lìfted 
him out of wliat he regarded aa "the grave" of 
the eenses, above the world, into that conditiou of 
" inward peace, the sweet patience " wbicb the 
Suddhist calla Nirvana. In the height of hìa 
ecstasy he would sit for bours wrapt in tbought 
and ga7,ing off into the Infinite. Like the saintly 
Boddlia, he scemed long eince to ]iave slain the 
"love of Eelf, false faith, and deuht,'' and, con- 
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"the love of life on earth, des 



Bfor 



-, and pride," he had be- 
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Es one nho atands on fonder gnowy boro, 
nving naught o'er him but ihe boumikes blue, 
>r, tbese «ina being slain, tbe maa bad come 
irvfina'B verge unto." 
Le considerate and tender nianner in which 
ything was done fot Mr. Very removed thìa 
undue oxhilaration under wbieli he was acting, 
and restored the ordinary balance of his f acultieB. 
Yet he retained to the laet, though he ceased 
to go about promiilgating it, his great idea : 
that every man who made the complete sacrìfice 
of self necesaary to the iJentiiìeation with, the, 
hiding itt Christ, woald become the voice of the 
Holy Ghost. He helieved himaelf to bave dona, 
HO. He, however, never assumed the róle of a 
proaelyter. His wbole duty waa to ntter the 
words " given " him ; he waa not reaponaible for 
their effect or non-effect on otliera. He printed 
his verses in tbe colnmnB of the locai pape» pab- 
liahed in bis native town ; but was in no hurry to 
get theni betore the world. Aa we bave seen, he 
did not feci at liberty even to correct them for 
the press, but allowed Mr. Emeraon'a repeated 
Holicitation to prevali, in want of any direct " lead- 
ing '' to publiah them himaelf; and the first and, 
escept the preaent, tbe only coUection of Mr. 
Vei^'a writings — fifty soiinets in tbe Shakeapear- 
ean forni, a few lyrics, and three prose essaya 
— accordingly appeared, at the request of Mr. 
from tbe house of Mesars. Little & 
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V.x:ì\ .■i!:::..ii -vx-* m-v^r r»prìnte«I. thon^ is 
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wx-i !.in,' -i: \}i;iix.-titl : ami aiUiin'v 

li't:.!-'. :ii.i;.'. r ■■.in.-T.i fnmi Mr. Dana and ocher 
frj.Ti.N vr.- t-.ii:iil f.»r nmre ropìes*. for which 
ti*»-;, li.il 1 -i':iri'lii-il rhi* ÌMH»k.'«ti)r>'<4 in vaili. 

1 .i." ji:- -•■:iT l'iilIfiTiun had K?en rompiled with 
a \ :•■■.* '.f -lii.wiii.^' rh»' hi^^tor}' i)f thL« remarkaUe 
4piriru.ll ••\|ifri.-iirr: r.*nnei'teilly : antl the selee* 
tnm.M ili rlii^ \«iliimr arn. ihereftre. mainlv aneli 
a.H «•••■ni iii.,\.mI l,y thi.* Irvine afflata^. thL» anione 
fx;ilriiri-.ii of -jiiriT. uliii'h inaile s«> profoond an 
iiiil»r.".*li*M ujiiiM hi^ i'.fiit»-injHiraries. This ìaated, 
h«*w»-\»T. Miily «IiirinLT thr limiuMl |ierxixl described 
(/. *: \s:\s ami parts of ls:;7-C30). thongh he 
roiitìitiinl tf> tiu' fini of his lifcr to wrìte and print 
i»'W viT-«s a?* iM-fiiro. Suine of these later pzt>> 
fliicli'iiit an* iiirliiflcil in the prosent vulume and 
ali havf; tilt; HatiH; oiitwanl excellence of form 
wliit'li iiiarkccl his carlier, more in:ipired meas- 
unrH, thoii^h thcy are qiiite uninipassioned, and 
Hiniph; to a de^ree. Yet in ali tliat he has done 
— however uiiattractive it inay prove to the 
])urely litcTary critit*, — we tìiul the same delicate 
aroma of Iiìh ^eiitle and ^rracious spirit, and ìt is 
alwayH an unconscious utteraiice of devout and 
puro iiH])inition. 

After thÌH excedsive cxhilaration bad subsided 
into Uie Horeno caini of his later existence, he lived 
on very (|iiietly in the fainily home with his sia- 
tow, — his mothor and brother baving died many 
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yesas befora ìùa own death. He was not married, 
and aeema to have foiind hia domestic happiness 
in the originai fainily cirele. Occasionally he 
would go from home for a short time to Bupply 
some Unitttrtan pulpit, but he was uot perma- 
neiitly aettled, and he remained, aa he aays, "a 
laborer but in heart." That labor waa, bowever, 
so sincere, that his influence, as we bave seen, 
waa vaìieh deeper and more wide-spread tban that 
of many shepherds wbose sbeep are gatbered 
together into elosa-barred and viaible tolda. He 
waa always the stili, email voice apart from the 
bastie of humanity, and — but that hia intense 
love of Nature and eveivpresent sense of Deity 
peopled the loneliest solitudes with his frienda — 
his life must bave heen somewhat monotonons 
L and dreary. That he did at times feei the want 
I (rf a vital human sympathy near at band, is evì- 
■'dent from a letter to hia friend Mr. Waterston, 
jVritten in 1868, in whicli he saya : — 

" Thoae were inUeed pleasaot and precioua days, 
len we enjoyed so much each other'a companionehip 

■ at Cambridge. Tbeu tbougbta and feebnga ware 
l'{ret>ly interchanged and oiir Uvea were blcnded in 

■ «me. Tliere is notliing," he adds, " wbich wb miss 
our manhood Ihan ibat d«lightful cooimun- 

■lon nhich we enjoyed witb early fciends. Sucb an 

llntercouree and cammunion it ia we are toiling ali 

ir lives W Snd, — not perhapa to be renewed bere, 

bnt nbicU we hope is reserved to contìnue forever in 
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His life was, indeed, pecnliarly nneren 
though. never that of an inteutional recluse, 
mnniinga were epeut in etudy and & s 
general conrae of scientifici and litenuy readingd 
and his afternoons in rambles o 
liills and througli the mossy dells of t!ie i 
pasture land surrounding the upper portion 
hia native cilj. These wanderings were gene»^ 
ally unaccompanied ; for, thongh ali sorta of n 
liked to walk with liitn, his contemplative, : 
trospective habit of mind kept him rather a 
from his feUows; albeit every one was Buri 
the kindliest welcome, from the little boys, wìti 
whom he was indeed '■ a ehìld again," 
grarest of his cleri cai Lrethren. Hia love i 
Nature was a pasaion " deeper far than strengi 
of worda can teli ; " or rather it m 
a devotion, since it was the Divinity behind 1 
outward beauty which made ber ali in ali to b 
and attuned bis eoul in accord with ber il 
hannoniea. He would return from these rambl^ 
and put into manuscript the words tbei* " given T 
him, the bird-like straina of hia wbolly unpre 
meditated art ; and if they were not, : 
tbougbt them, tbe utterances of tbe Holy Gboi 
tbey certainly were the melodiea of Nature. 

Thougb at times Bomewhat disheavtened a 
inclined to lanient the blindness of mankind, hM^ 
in the end is alwaya hopef ul and cbeerful, becauga 1 
fdways filled with unswerving faitb and childlikQifl 
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L trust. So he weut about his daily routine, of 
rreading alike £rom boaks and front nature of 
Kthe Father'e wonders and goodness ; composing 
Pverses, as Wordsworth did, out of doora ; preach- 
I img vAea asked to, and always strìving to exert 
ut unobtrusiye way an influence for good. 
However carelesB, light-hearted, or bad-heao-ted 
migLt be those about bini, he greeted theni ali 
wtth the same grave coortesy and benign, sweet 
amile ; and always invìsibly clotbed in his spot- 
lesa singing-robes, wandered alike with 6od 
through the fausj market-place or over the loved 
hill-side. 

His brother poet and clergyman, the Rev. 
Charles T, Brooks,— also a Salem boy, — speaks 
o£ Mr. Veiy'a " pecnliarly Hweet Bmile, lighting 
up that face so singularly espressive of saintly 
elmplicity and unselfìsh translucency of soul," 
and says " he recoUed the ideal preachor in the 
'Task ; ' or Uhland's ' Country Parson.' " Izaak 
Walton'a description of aaintly George Herbert 
exa«tly pìctures Mr. Very aa he appeared in 
later life.* " He waa," says Walton, " for his 
person, of a stature inclining towarda tallness ; 
bis body was rery straigbt, and ao far from being 

1 In a note OH m lottar <rf EmenQo'a W Culjrle ( Corri jpondoKT, 

U tbe; lulve noe a grand Olir," Ut. Clurleg ElloC Norton «bseirai: 
"A littlB lolnniB, the work gf HI eiqnlilta gplrlt. Some of tba 

I «tadled SbAkupeare, nul Wordiworth, ud lived in AmerioL*' 
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riiuilvnsl \\\\\\ tiv luurh Hesh, that he wms leu 
lo mi oMrt-uiitv. His as]Hvt was cheerfal, and 
ht« ^pforli and luotion «lid Utth declare him a 
^oMll^lu;lll ; for tUi'v wort* ali »o meek and oUìg^ 
iit^, ili.it \\w\ |nin*hasiHl love and respect from 
fili tli.it kiìr\« hiiu." 

ThiMo i. :,< >oiuftliiii^ in lììs personal appear- 
nuro (uiil lu.iniuT, .ìn «oU a> in the inspired ca- 
»liMn on ol Iùh SnxiMi \or>o» w liìoli alwavs reminded 
oMi^ oi II luoiv iivrtrìoiis aiul tranqull ])ast. Nok 
litui lìi« \\;iH moro «'onsiTvativo in his dress than 
iiKitM oi lu<* ooutriuiv«r:iriiw in the quiet old town 
hi \«1iirti ho liM'tl :iuil ilioil : yot, when one 8aw 
Iho Intl. ^\\)\\\\ tìy;uiv outlinod aiT-^inst a glowing 
hvilìf'.hl nK\ì K**-*"rJ; ***^ fr\»m some of the craggy 
liill lopH oNor \>lni'h ho lovt\l to ranihle : or per- 
hnpN ilÌNiippourini; itow it a ilisuini vaUov mellowed 
wilh ilio ^oldoit rtflornoon sunli^lu, — 



Hnpi. lwìrltn>* in \\\* h:inil a wtthorod spray. 
And wailiii); (or tlio .npark troni hoaven to fall,' 



ìt Noouiod, indotti, as if a }::ontlo prosenoe had 
wiiudiM'od horo. froni nnothor world than ours. 

** To look ut hint, to know lùiu/* said his friend 
and ndmiror, Mr. K. A. Silshoo, *Mvas to see 
(SonitiH. Ilo niovod in Salom liko l>anto aniong 
iho Khirontinos: a man who had seon G^hI: . . . 
and drow hi» ins])iration from the Spirit itself, 
far away in tho soni, wherc no ambition comes, 
bui only lowliuess, humility, and seeking." 
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On the ,8th of May, Anno Domini 1880, in 
the home where so much of his simple existence 
had been passed, his weary eyes closed for the 
last time in sleep, and he fully entered that " New 
Birth " which he had long since sung in some of 
his noblest numbers. 

" The flower that on the lovely hill-side grows " 

in vain expects him there when Spring has given 
its bloom again ; but many a tree and bush his 
wanderings know, and, as the sweet birds sing 
on, their spirit-songs, 

" And e'en the clouds and silent stars of heaven '* 
repeat his solemn story. 

William P. Andrews. 

Salem, Mass., Marche 1883. 
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erSe Cent. 

ThOD Bpringest froni the ground, and may not I 
From Hiin who epreada thy branclies lùgli and 

And from the scorching sun and Btormy sky 
May I not too with friendly shelter hide ? 
There ia no shade like thìne to shield the poor 
From the hot BCOrching words that meet the ear ; 
Tlie snowy, froKcn flakes they must endure 
0£ thoae whose hearta hare never shed ;b tear ; 
Tet He who ehoots thy leafy fahric high, 
Shall in my verse spread wide a tempering screen, 
And when oppresse d with heat his sona paaa hy, 
With hastening feet they 'U seek ita arches green, 
And blesa the Father who has o'er them spread 
A tent of verdure for each aching head. 



Co ^tnt tEiat |)atti Biiall be tSiuen. 

Wht readest thou ? thou canst not gain the lifa 
Ttie spii'it leada, but by the spirit'a toO ; 
The labor of the body is not atrife 
I Such aa will give to thee the wine and oil ; 
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rEsra foems. 



To hiin who hath, to him my verse shall giva, 
And he the more from ali he does shall gain; 
The spirit's lite he tuo ehall learn to live, 
And share on earth in hope the Bpirit'a pwn ; 
Be taught of God ; none ebe con teai;h thee ai 
He will tliy ateps forever lead aright ; 
The life ìs oli thnt Uè hia aous lina taught; 
Obey within, and tbou. shalt see its Ught, 
And gather from its beams a brìghter raj, 
To cheer thee on along thy tlouhtful way. 



Wibo {lat!) iS-ara ta ^car, M Mm ^eatr. 

The snn dotli not the bidden place reveal, 
"Whence pours at morn bis golden flood of UglM 
Bnt what the night's dark hreast would fain e 

ceal, 
In its ime colors Blanda before our sight 
The bird dctb not betray the secret springs, 
Whence noi* on note ,her music sweetly ponra ; 
Tet turns the ear attentive while abe ainga, 
The willing heart, wbile falla the atrain, adores^J 
So ahall the Spirit teli not whence ita bii'th, 
But in ita hght thine untold deeds lay bafe ; 
And while it walka with thee, flesh-clotbed, 1^ 

Ita worda ahall of the Father'a love declare ; 
And happy thoae whose eara shall hail its voi 
And clean within the day it givea rejoice. 



THE CALL, 39 



Fatheb, I wait thy word. The sun doth stand 
Beneath the mingling line of night and day, 
A listening servant, waiting thy command 
To roll rejoicing on its silent way ; 
The tongue of time abides the appointed hour, 
Till on our ear its solemn wamings fall; 
The heavy cloud withholds the pelting shower, 
Then every drop speeds onward at thy cali ; 
The bird reposes on the yielding bough, 
With breast unswollen by the tide of song ; 
So does my spirit wait thy presence now 
To pour thy praise in quickening life along, 
Chiding with voice divine man's lengthened sleep, 
While round the Unuttered Word and Love their 
vigils' keep. 



Father ! I bless thy name that I do live, 
And in each motion am made rich with Thee, 
That when a glance is ali that I can give, . 
It is a kingdom's wealth, if I but see ; 
This stately body cannot move, save I 
Will to its nobleness my little bring ; 
My voice its measured cadence will not try, 
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Save I wìth every note consent to sing ; 
I cannot raise my hands to hurt or blesSy 
But I with every action must conspire > 
To show me there how little I possess, 
And yet that little more than I desire ;• 
May each new act my new allegiance prove, 
Till in thy perf ect love I ever live and move. 



crime* 

There is no moment but whose flight doth bring 
Bright clouds and fluttering leaves to deck my 

bower ; 
And I, witliin, like some sweet bird must sing 
To teli the story of the passing hour ; 
For time has secrets tliat no bird has sung, 
Nor changing leaf with changing season told ; 
They wait the utterance of some nobler tongue 
Like that which spoke in prophet tones of old ; 
Then day and night, and month and year shall 

teU 
The tale that speaks but faint from bird and 

bough ; 
In spirit-songs their praise shaU upward swell, 
Nor longer pass heaven's gate unheard as now, 
But cause e'en angels' ears to catch the strain, 
And send it back to earth in joy again. 



THE CALL. 41 



Thou mak'st me poor that I enriched by Thee 
May teli thy love to those who know it not ; 
And rise within thy heavens a star to be, 
When they, thine earthly suns, are ali f orgot ; 
Grant that my light may through their darkness 

shine 
With increased splendor from the parent 

Bouree, 
A diamond fashioned by the hand divine 
To hold f orever on its measured course ; 
But I am dark as yet, but soon the light 
Of thy bright morning star on me shall dawn, — 
Sure heirald that the curtain of the night 
Forever from my orb shall be withdrawn, 
And its pure beams thy rays shall ever boast, 
Shining accepted 'mid the starry host. 



Cile JfìiUx. 

I n>LE stand that I may find employ, 
Such as my Master when He comes will give ; 
I cannot find in mine own work my joy, 
But wait, although in waiting I must live ; 
My body shall not tum which way it will, 
But stand till I the appointed road can find. 



1 

x 



VKltrS POMMt. 

Asd joimejinii m bù moMMgM fulfill. 

And du «t crcrr Rtop tlie woi^ devògned. 

EnoDch for me. stili dftf by day tu WMt 

"Hll Tliou who foni) 'mi ma find'vt me loo « taikg 

A rri|iplp lyinf; al the neh mnn'a gMe, 

Contrtit for tlii; fi^w cromba I ^ to ask ; 

A laborer bui in hi-iirt, while bonnd my luuMla 

Hong idly down stili vaitiiig thy cununauds. 



(Tilt |)nn1] ant f oot. 

Tue band and foot that stir not, they ahall tiad 
Sooner thaD idi the rightful platee to go : 
Now in their raotion free as roving wind, 
Tbuugli first DO snail so liiiiìted and elow ; 
I mark them full of labor ali the day, 
Ea4;b ai'tiTe raotion mode in perfect reat ; 
Tbcy cannot frum tbeir patb mistaken etray, 
Thougli 't Ì8 not tbeirs, yet in it they are blest j 
The bird liag not their bidden track found out. 
The cunning fox thongh full of art he be ; 
' It ìs the way unseen, the certain route, 
Where over bnutifl, yet thon art ever free ; 
Tlie patb of Him, whose perfect law of lova 
Bids spherea and atoms in jost order more. 



THE CALL, 43 



Thou wilt my hands employ, though others find 
No work f or those who praise thy name aright ; 
And in their worldly wisdom cali them blind, 
Whom Thou hast blesi with thine own Spirit's 

sight. 
But while they find no work for Thee to do, 
And blindly on themselves alone rely ; 
The child must suffer what Thou sufferest too, 
And learn from him Thou send'st e'en so to die ; 
Thou art my Father, Thou wilt give me aid 
To bear the wrong the spirit suffers bere ; 
Thou hast thy help upon the mighty laid ; — 
In Thee I trust, nor know to want or fear, 
But ever onward walk, secure from sin, 
For Thou hast conquered every foe within. 



Cj^e eia?» 

Thou shalt do what Thou wilt with thine own 

band, 
Thou f orm'st the spirit like the moulded day ; 
For those who love Thee keep thy just command. 
And in thine image grow as they obey ; 
New tints and forms with every hour they take 
Whose lif e is fashioned by thy Spirit's power ; 
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Tlic rrinison dawn is round them when they 

wake. 
And ^oMon t riunì phs wait Uie evening hcmr ; 
Tlie <|ni*fnly-4*(*i»i»tred night their souls receives. 
And spri'ads thiùr pilluwH *neath her sable tent ; 
A)M>ve thcni Sleep thoir paini with poppy 'weaves, 
Sweot resi Thou liast tu ali invito labor lent ; 
That they niay rìse ref reshed to lìght again 
And with lliee gatlier in the whitenìng grain. 



QTiie (Sartia* 

I wouLD lie low — the ground on which men 

trcad — 
Swept by thy Si)irit like the wind of heaven ; 
An earth, where gusliing springs and com for 

bread 
By me at every season should be given ; 
Yet net the water or the bread tliat now 
Supplies their tables with its daily food, 
But they should gather f ruit f rom every bough, 
Such as Thou givest ine, and cali it good ; 
And water from the stream of lif e should flow, 
By every dwelling that thy love lias built, 
Whose taste the ransomed of thy Son shall know, 
Whose robes are washed from every stain of 

guilt; 
And men would own it was thy band that blest, 
And from my bosom £nd a surer rest. 



THE CALL. 45 



Oh ! swell my bosom deeper with thy love, 
That I some river's widening mouth may be ; 
And ever on, for many a mile above, 
May flow the floods that enter from thy sea ; 
And may they not retreat as tides of earth, 
Save but to show from Thee that they have 

flown, 
Soon may my spirit find tìiat better birth, 
Where the retiring wave is never known ; 
But Thou dost flow through every channel wide, 
With ali a Father*s love in every soul ; 
A stream that knows no ebb, a swelling tide 
That rolls f orever on and flnds no goal, 
Till in the hearts of ali shall opened be 
The ocean depths of thine eternity. 



Cile |^oti0e« 

I BUiLD a house, but in this 't will appear 
That I have built it not, a shining f orth 
Of that bright palace that from year to year 
New pillars has and domes from mine own worth ; 
The wondrous band that f orms it, in the sea, 
In crystal depths fashions the coral pile. 
The sun-lit roof that o'er our heads we see, 
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Eartirs p^rasMv ]i]ain tliat stretches many a mile ; 

'T is ruuii<l mi* like the inomin{;*8 presence, felt 

As that in whidi apart I live from ali ; 

A zoni* that ^inln me like Orìon's belt, 

Tliat I h(ì sei'ii tlie more on that brighi wall, 

Wliere ali as f^olden coiistellations shine 

Witli their owii light, yct lit with Light Divine. 



Dap unto Dap iUtrret( Jkpeecjb* 

I WOULI) adoni the day and give it voice, 
That it should sing with praises meet for Thee ; 
For none but man can bid it so rejoice, 
That it shall seem a joyf ul day to me ; 
Break forth ye heart» that frozen winters bind 
In icy chains more strong than dose the year ! 
Look up ! the day, the day, ye suffering blind ! 
Ye deaf , its notes of welcome come and hear ! 
Bid it the Joy your heai*ts bave long supprest 
Give back to you in new awakening strains ; 
To rouse the sinful from their guilty rest, 
And break the captive*s more than iron chains ; 
It shall arise with healing in its beams, 
And wake the nations from their lengthened 
dreams. 



f>fAl-^0 4,^f-^y 



THE NEW BIRTH, 51 

My eye seemed but a part of every sight, 
My ear heard music in each sound that rose ; 
Each sense forever found a new delight, • 
Such as the spirit's vision only knows ; 
^ Each act some new and ever-varying joy 
Did by my Father's love for me prepare ; 
To dress the spot my ever fresh employ, 
And in the glorious whole with Him to share; 
No more without the flaming gate to stray, 
No more for sin's dark stain the debt of death to 
pay. 



I siT within my room, and joy to find 
That Thou, who always lov'st, art with me here ; 
That I am never left by Thee behind, 
But by thyself Thou keep'st me ever near. 
The fire bums brighter when with Thee I look, 
And seems a kinder servant sent to me ; 
With gladder heart I read thy holy hook, 
Because Thou art the eyes by which I see ; 
This aged chair, that table, watch, and door 
Around in ready service ever walt; 
Nor can I ask of Thee a menial more 
To fili the measure of my large estate, 
For Thou thyself, with ali a Father's care, 
Where'er I tum, art ever with me there. 
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Cbe Aptrit Lnlu 

Fatiikk ! thy wonders do noi sìngly stand, 

Nor far rcinoved wherc f ect have seldom strajed ; 

Arouiìd US evcr lies the enchanted land, 

In inarveLs ridi to thine own sona displayed. 

In findiii^ Theo are ali things round us found; 

In losin^ Tliec are ali things lost beside : 

£ar8 have \ve, but in vain strange voices sound. 

And to our eyes the vision is denied ; 

We wander in a country far remote, 

Mid toinbs and ruincd piles in death to dwell ; 

Or on the records of past greatness dote, 

And for a buried soul the living sell ; 

Wliile on our path bewildered falls the night 

That ne*er returns us to the fields of light. 



There is no change of time and place wìth 

Thee; 
Where'er I go, with me 't is stili the same ; 
Within thy presence I rejoice to be, 
And always hallow thy most holy name. 
The world doth ever change ; there is no peace 
Among the shallows of its storm-vexed breast ; 



THE NEW BIRTH, 53 

With every breath the frothy waves increase, 
They toss up mire and dirt, they cannot rest. 
I thank Thee that within thy strong-built ark 
My soul across the uncertain sea can sail, 
And though the night of death he long and dark, 
My hopes in Christ shall reach within the vail ; 
And to the promised haven steady steer, 
Whose rest to those who love is ever near. 



Thebe is no death with Thee ! each plant and 

tree 
In living haste their stems push onward stili, 
The pointed biade, each rooted trunk we see, 
In various movement ali attest thy will. 
The vine must die when its long race is run ; 
The tree must fall when it no more can rise, — 
The worm has at its root his task begun. 
And hour by hour his steady labor plies. 
Nor man can pause, but in thy will must grow, 
And, afi his roots within more deep extend. 
He shall o'er sons of sons his branches throw. 
And to the latest bom his shadows lend ; 
Nor know in Thee disease nor length of days, 
But lift his head f orever in thy praise. 



t'ERÌ-S FOEMS. 



It is not lif e npon Thy gifta to live, 
But to grnw flxed with deeper roots in Thee ; 
Ànd wben the Bun and ahower their boontàdl 
give, 1 

To eend out tliick-leaved limbs, a fruitful tree, J 
WhoBe green head meeta the eye for tnany f 

WhoBe moss-grown arms their rigid branchi 

Ànd fnll-faced fruita their blushing welcome si 
AB to its goodly shade out feet draw ne 
Wbo taates ita gifta shall nev^er hunger more, 
For 't ia the Father spreada the pure repast, 
Who, while we eat, renewa the ready atore, 
Which at his bounteous board must ever laat 
For ali the brìdegrotim'a supper ahall attend, 
Who humbly hear and make bis Word t 



Fathek ! there Ì3 no change to Uve wìth Theo, 1 
Bave that in Christ I grow from day to day, 
In eacb new word I bear, eacb tbing I see, 
I but rejoicing hasten on tlie way. 



THE NEW BIBTH, 55 

The momìng comes wìth bloshes overspread. 
And I new-wakened find a mom wìthin ; 
And in its modest dawn aroond me shed, 
Thon hear'st the prayer and the ascending hymn. 
Honr f ollows honr, the lengthenìng shades de- 

scend, 
Yet the j conld never reach as far as me, 
Dìd not thj love its kind protection lend, 
That I a chìld mìght rest awhìle on Thee, 
Till to the light restored hj gende sleep, 
With new-f ound zeal I might thy precepts keep. 



I THANK thee, Father, that the night is near 
When I this conscious being may resign, 
Whose only task thy words of love to hear, 
And in thy acts to find each act of mine ; 
A task too great to gìve a child like me, 
The myriad-handed labors of the day, 
Too many for my closing eyes to see, 
Thy words too frequent for my tongue to say. 
Yet when Thou see'st me burthened by thy love, 
Each other gift more lovely then appears, 
For dark-robed Night comes hovering from above, 
And ali thine other gifts to me endears ; 
And while within ber darkened couch I sleep, 
Thine eyes untired above will Constant vigila 
keep. 
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TiiK lijijht will never open Bightless eyes, 
It conies to those wUo willingly would see ; 
Ami cven' ol)ject — hiD, and stream, and 

Rojoico within th' encircling line to be. 

*T is tlay, — the fìeld is fìlled with busy hands. 

Ilio shop rosoinuls with noisy workinen's din. 

The travoh»r with his staff already stands 

Hi» yot iinnioasiirod journey to begin ; 

The lijjht hroak» gently, too, within the breast, — 

Yet thon» no oyo awaits the crimson mom, 

The for^o and noisy anvil are at rest, 

Nor nion nor oxon tread tlie fìelds of com, 

Nor piljrrini lifts his staff, — it is no day 

To thoso wlio \\\u\ on earth their place to stay. 



To toìl tn\ jnnnipvs. whoro I dailv walk, 
Thp*»p mimmN ihou honr'st nio uso were given me; 
{Vnv hpfMÌ. iii'Mi. wUow witli thoo niy soni would 

tnik. 
Thnt thrMi \ho pnfh «»f ì>ortoo il jr^>os may see. 
ì know ni>\Ah»'if» i«> Inrn. oaoh stop is new, 
No wìsh hofnrp ni»» flip^ to poìnt the way ; 



THE NEW BIRTH, 57 

But on I travel, with no end in view, 
Save that from Him who leads I may not straj. 
He knows it ali ; the turning of the road, 
Where this way leads and that, He knows it 

well, 
And finds for me at night a safe ahode, 
Though I ali houseless know not where to dwell. — 
And can'st thou teli then where my joumeying 

lies? 
If so, thou tread'st with me the same hlue skies. 



Day ! I lament that none can hymn thy praise 
In fìtting strains, of ali thy riches bless ; 
Though thousands sport them in thy golden rays, 
Yet none like thee their Maker's name confess. 
Great f ellow of my being ! woke with me 
Thou dost put on thy dazzling robes of light. 
And onward from the east go f orth to free 
Thy children from the bondage of the night. 
I hail thee, pilgrim ! on thy lonely way, 
Whose looks on ali alike benignant shine ; 
A child of light, like thee, I cannot stay, 
But on the world I bless must soon decline, 
New rising stili, though setting to mankind, 
And ever in the eternai "West my dayspring find. 
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Oh, humble me ! I cannot bidè the joy 
That in my Saviour's presenee ever flows ; 
May I be lowly, lest it may destroy 
The peace his childlike spirit ever knows. 
I woold not speak thy word, but by Thee stand, 
While Thon dost to thine errìng children speak ; 
Oh, help me but to keep his own command. 
And in my strength to feel me ever weak ; 
Then in thy presenee shall I humbly stay, 
Nor lose the lif e of love He came to give ; 
And find at last the life, the truth, the way 
To where with Him thy blessed servants live ; 
And walk f orever in the path of truth — 
A servant yet a son ; a sire and yet a youth. 



€^ ^^^agt» 



'T IB to yonrself I speak ; you cannot know 
TTim whom I cali in speaking sach a one, 
For yon beneath the earth lie boiied low, 
WMch he alone as lìving walks upon : 
Yon may at tìmes have heard hìm speak to you. 
And often wished perchance that you were he ; 
And I must ever wish that it were trae, 
Fop then you could hold f ellowship with me : 
Bnt now you hear us talk as strangers, met 
AboTe the room wherein you lie abed ; 
A word perhaps loud spoken you may get, 
Or hear our f eet when heavily they tread ; 
But he who speaks, or him who 's spoken to, 
Must both remain as strangers stili to you. 



Oe (Epe aiOi ®ar. 

Thou readest, but each lettered word can give 
Thee but the sound that thou first gave to it ; 
Thou lookest on the page, things move and live, 
In light thine eye, and thine alone, has lit ; 
Ears are there yet unstopped, and eyes unclosed, 
That see and hear as in one conmion day, 
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When they wbich present see bave long reposed, 
And he who hears has mooldered, too, io day : 
These ever see and bear ; they are in Him 
Who speaks, and ali is light ; how dark bef ore ! 
£ach object throws aside its mantle dim, 
Which hid the stany robe that once it wore, 
And sbmes full bom, disclosing ali that is, 
Itself by aU things seen and owned as £[is. 



The fairest day that ever yet has shone, 
Will be when thou the day within shalt see ; 
The fairest rose that ever yet has blown, 
When thou the flower thou lookest on shalt be. 
But thou art far away among Time's toys ; 
Thyself the day thou lookest f or in them, 
Thyself the flower that now thine eye enjoys, 
But wilted now thou hang'st upon thy stem. 
The bird thou hearest on the budding tree, 
Thou hast made sing with thy forgotten voice ; 
But when it swells again to melody, 
The song is thine in which thou wilt rejoice ; 
And thou new risen 'midst these wonders live, 
That now to them dost aU thy substance give. 



€1^ 0ést 5&iit^ 



i 



eie Bn «tr4. 

T is a neir life: — thoughtB more noi as ther 

did, 
Wìth slow nnceitain steps across mr mind : 
In tìiTongìng haste ùist pressing on ther bid 
Tlie poTtab open to the vìewless wìnd. 
That Comes not sare when in the dnst is laid 
Tlie crown of piide that gilds eaoh mortai brow. 
And from before man s TÌsion melting &de 
Tlie heavens and earth ; — their walls are fallìng 

now. 
Fast crowding on, each thooght asks utterance 

Btrong; 
Stonn-lifted waves swift ra^hing to the shore, 
Qn from the sea ther send iheir shoats along. 
Back through the cave-wom rockj their thonders 



And ly a chìld of God br Christ made free. 
Start from death's slnmbers to eterni tv. 
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Thou wìlt find ììii" who ever seeka f or thee t | 
But let obedience quench desirea that barn, 
And where thou art tbj- Father, too, will be. 
Bebold 1 aa day by day the spirit growa, 
Thou Bee'st by inward light things hid befoTs; 
Till what God is, thyseU, bis image, sbowB ; 
And thou wilt wear the i-obe that first thoo w 
When brìght with radiauce from his for 

He saw the lord oE ali bis creatures stand. 



tZTIlt iSpoctUB. 

Ths words that come unuttei'ed by the breatli^l 
Loots without eyea, these lighten ali the g 
They are the minìstermg angela, seut 

Death 

Has walhed the earth so long in seraph'a robo3 
See croirdiiig to their touch the groping blind l'I 
* And eara long shut to sound are beat to hear, I 
Qttick as they speak the lame new vigor find, 
And languagB to the dumb man's lipa ia near-, 
Hail, Bent to uà, ye serrantB of high beayen ! 
Unseen, save by the humtle and the poor ; 
To them giad tidings bave your voiees gicen j 
Por them their faith has wrought the wiahed'4 

And ever shall they witnesa bear of you, 
That He who sent you fortli to heal waa true. 
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When Comes the san to visit thee at mom, 
Art thou prepared to give him welcome then ; 
Or ìs the day that with his light is bom, 
With thee a day tliat has already been ; 
Hast thou filled np its yet mmumbered hours 
With thy heart's thoughts, and made them now 

thìne own? 
Then f or thee cannot bloom its budding flowers ; 
The day to thee hast past, and onward flown ; 
The noon may follow with its qoickening hqat, 
The grain grow yellow in its ripening rays, 
And slow-paced evening mark the noon's retreat, 
Yet thon as dead to them live ali thy days ; 
For thon hast made of God's free gifts a gain, 
And woold'st the sovereign day a slave in bonds 

retain. 



I SAW him forging link by link his chain, 

Yet while he f elt its length he thonght him free, 

And sighed for those home o'er the barren main 

To bondage that to his would freedom be ; 

Yet on he walked with eyes far-gazing stili 

Qn wrongs that from his own dark bosom flowed, 

5 
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And while he thonght io do bis master's will 

He but tbe more bis disobedience sbowed. 

I beard a wild rose by tbe stony wall, 

Wbose fragrance reacbed me in tbe passing gale, 

A lesson give — it gave alike to ali — 

And I repeat tbe moral of its tale, 

'^ Tbat f rom tbe spot wbere deep its dark roots 

grew 
Bloomed fortb tbe fragrant rose tbat aU deligbt 

to view." 

*T is near tbe morning watcb : tbe dim lamp boms, 
But scarcely sbows bow dark tbe slumbering 

Street ; 
No sound of life tbe silent mart retums ; 
No friends from bouse to bouse tbeir neigbbors 

greet. 
It is tbe sleep of deatb, — a deeper sleep 
Tban e*er bef ore on mortai eyelids f eli ; 
No stars above tbe gloom tbeir places keep ; 
No f aitbful watcbmen of the morning teli ; 
Yet stili tbey slumber on, tbough rising day 
Hatb tbrougb tbeir Windows poured tbe awaken- 

ing ligbt ; 
Or, turning in tbeir sluggard trances, say, — 
" Tbere yet are many bours to fili tbe nigbt." 
Tbey rise not yet; wbile on tbe Brid egroom goes 
Till He tbe day*s brigbt gates forever on tbem 

dose. 
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I SEE them, — erowd on crowd ther walk the 

earth. 
Dry leafless trees no aatamn wìnd laid bare ; 
And in theìr nakedness find canse for mirth. 
And ali nnclad wcMild wìnter's mdeness dare ; 
No sap doth throogh their dattering branches 

flow, 
Whence sprìngìng leaves and blossoms brighi 

appear; 
Their hearts the living Grod bave ceased to know 
Who gives the spring-time to ih' expectant year. 
They mimic life, as if from Him to steal 
His glow of health to paint the livid cheek ; 
They borrow words for thoughts they cannot 

feel, 
That with a seeming heart their tongae may 

speak; 
And in their show of lif e more dead they live 
Than those that to the earth with many tears 

they give. 



My heart grows sick before the wide-spread 

death 
That walks and speaks in seeming lif e around ; 
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And I woulil love the corp«e «ithont a breath, 

Tliat deeps {orgotten 'neath tbe cold, co 

ground ; 
For illese do teli ihe story of decay , 
The worm anii rotten tlesli hide not nor lie; 
But thU, though dyiiig, too, from day to day, 
Wtth a false show doth i^heat tlie tonging eye, 
And hide the worm that gnawa the core of lils, 
With paintfid clieek and smooth, deceitfiU skìn, 
Covering a grave with eights of darkness rife, 
A secret i^aviirn filled with death and sin; 
And mcn walk o'er theee graves and know it n 
For in the body's kealth the soul 's forgot. 



erbe ^rieon. 

Tee prison-houae ìh full ; there ia no celi 
But hatli ite prboner laden with his ckains 
And yet they live aa though their life was nel^ 
Nor of its burdening sin the soul complains ; 
Thoa doBt not see where thou hast lived 



The place is called the ekull where thou dost 

Why laugh'st thou, then, why BÌng the BportiTe 

song, 
Ab if thou livest, and know'st not thou art dead. 
Yes, thou art dead, the mom breakg o'er thee 
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Where is thj Father, He who gave thee bìrtih ? 
Thoxi art a severed limb, a barren bongh, 
Thou sleepest in deep cavems of the earth. 
Awake! thon hast a giorìous race to ron ; 
Pat on thy strength, thoa hast not jet begun. 



I GANNOT teli the sorrowB that I f eel 

By the night's darkness, by the prìson's gloom ; 

There is no sight that can the death reveal 

The spirìt snffers in a living tomb ; 

There is no sound of grief that monmers raise, 

No moaning of the wind, or dirge4ike sea, 

Nor hynms, though prophet tones inspire the lays, 

That can the Spirit's grìef awake in thee.\ 

Thon, too, must soffer, as it soffen bere, 

The death in Christ to know the Father's love ; 

Then in the strains that angds love to bear 

Thon, too, shalt bear the Spìriti's Mmg above, 

And leam in grief what illese cm never teli, — 

A note too deep f or eartli^ Tciee to swelL 



VERTS POEÌIS. 



faitè. 

Thehe ia no f aith : the mountain stands wìthin 
Stili unrebiiked, its Bummit reachea beaven ; 
And eveiy action adda its load of sin, 
For every action vanta the little leaven. 
There ìs no prayer : it ia but empty sound, 
That atira with frer[ilent breath the yielding tàr, 
"Wìth every pulse they are more strongly boimd, 
Who make the blood of goats the voice of prayer ; 
Oh, beai thein, — beai them, Fatbcr, with thy 

Their sina cry out to Thee from eyeiy side : 
From aon and aire, from slave and master heard, 
Their voicea fili the deaeri country wide ; 
And bid Thee hasten to relieve and eave, 
By Him wbo rose triumphant o'er the grave. 



®notti. 

I LOOKED to fìnd a maji who vrallted with God, 
Ijike the tranalated patriai'ch of old ; — 
Thongh gladdened miUions on bis footatool trod, 
Tet none with Him did such sweet converse hold> 
X heard the wind in low complaint go by 
Hat none its melodies lite him conld bear ; — 
Day unto day spoke wisdom from on high, 
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Yet none like David tumed a wìllìng ear : 

Grod walked alone, nnhonored, through the earth. 

For Him no heart-buìlt tempie open stood ; 

The soul, forgetful of her nobler birth, 

Had hewn Him lofty shrìnes of stone and wood, 

And left unfinished, and in ruins stili, 

The onlj tempie He delights to M. 



Thebe is no worship now : the idol stands 
Within the Spirit's holy resting-place ! 
Millions before it bend with upraised hands, 
And with their gifts God*8 purer shrine disgrace. 
The prophet walks unhonored 'mid the crowd 
That to the idol's tempie daily throng ; 
His voice unheard above their voices loud, 
His strength too f eeble 'gainst the torrent strong ; 
But there are bounds that ocean's rage can stay 
When wave on wave leaps madly to the shore : 
And soon the prophet's word shall men obey, 
And hiished to peace the billows cease to roar ; 
For He who spake — and warring winds kept 

peace, 
Commands again — and man's wild passiona 

cease. 



VEErS POEMS. 



I HATE no brotlier, They who meet ree nov 

Offer a, band witli their oivn wills defiled, 

And, while tliej wear a, smooth, unwrmlded brow, | 

Kiiow iiot that Tnith ran never be beguìled. 

Go wash the band that etili betraya thy gnilt ; — 1 

Befure the Spirlt's gaze wbat Gtain con hide ? 

Àbel's red blood upon the earth ia spilt, 

And by thy tongue it caimot be denied. 

I bear not witli the ear, — the beart dotb teli 

Its secret deeds to me untold before ; 

Go, ali its hidden plunder quickly sell, 

Then shalt thou cleanse thee from thy brolher's 

Then will I take tliygift; — that bloody stain 
SbitU not be seen upon thy band again. 



Thoit art more deadly than the Jew of old : 
Thou haat bis weapons hidden in thy apeech ; 
And though thy band from me thoa dost 'nith-J 

bold, 
They pierce wbere B\rord and epear conld nevw I 

Thoa haat me fenced aboat wìth thomy talk, 
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To pierce my soni wìth anguish while I bear ; 
And while amid thy popnlous streets I walk, 
I feel at eveiy step the entering spear. 
Gro, cleanse thy lyìng mouth of ali its gnile 
That from the will within thee ever flows ; 
Gro, cleanse the tempie thou dost now defilé, 
Then shall I cease to feel thy heavy blows ; 
And come and tread with me the path of peace, 
And from thy brother's harm forever cease. 



I WALK the streets, and though not meanly drest, 
Yet none so poor as can with me compare ; 
For none, though weary, cali me in to rest, 
And though I hunger, nono their substance 

share. 
I ask not for my stay the broken reed, 
That f ails when most I want a friendly arm ; 
I cannot on the loaves and fishes f eed 
That want the blessing that they may not harm. 
I only ask the liying word to bear 
From tongues that now but speak to utter death ; 
I tbirst for one cool cup of water clear, 
But drink the riléd stream of l3^ng breath ; 
And wander on, though in my Fatherland, 
Yet bear no welcome voice and see no beckoning 

band. 



VERrs POEiia. 



Pe sane me no fUtii. 

Mr brother, I am Imngry : give Die food 

Sucli as my Father gives me at his board ; 

He haa for many years been to thee good, 

Tbou canst a morael, tben, to me afford. 

I do not ask of tbee a grain of tliat 

Thou ofEerest when I cali on thee for bread ; , 

This ia not of the wine nor olive fat, 

But tliose wlio eut of this like tliee are dead. , 

I ask tlie love the Father has for tlkee, 

That thon should'at give it back to me again; 

TTuB shall my soul fi'om panga of hunger free. 

And OD my parchiìJ spirit fall like raón; 

Then thoii wilt prove a brother to wy need, 

For ia tlie cross of Christ thou, too, canat blee 



areali. 

LoxG do we live upon the husks of com, 
Whiie 'neath ustasted he tlie kernels stili; 
Heira of the kingdom, but in Christ luibom, 
Fain with swine'a food would we our huiiger 
"We eat, but 't ia not of the bread from heaven ;" 
We drink, but 't ia not from tlie stream of lif a ; 
Olir Bwelling actiona want the little leavea 
To make them with the sighed-for bleasing rifea 
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We wait unhappy on a stranger's board, 

While we the master's friend by right should 

live, 
Enjoy with him the fruita our labors stored. 
And to the poor with him the pittance give ; 
No more to want, the long expected heir 
With Christ the Father's love forevermore to 

share. 



Thebe is a cup of sweet or bitter drink, 
Whose waters ever o'er the brim must well, 
Whence flow pure thoughts of love as angels 

think. 
Or of its daBmon depths the tongue will teli. 
That cup can ne'er be cleansed from outward 

stains 
While from within the tide forever flows ; 
And soon it wearies out the fruitless pains 
The treacherous band on such a task bestows ; 
But ever bright its crystal sides appear, 
While runs the current from its outlet pure ; 
And pilgrims hail its sparkling waters near. 
And stoop to drink the healing fountain sure, 
And bless the cup that cheers their fainting soul 
While through this parching waste they seek 

their heavenly goal. 



VESY^S FOEMS. 



Sfacoli'B 5 



leu. 



3 when in thy soni thon ' 



Thou pray'at not, t 

pray'st, 
Dìsrobiiig of thyself to feed the poor; 
The words thy lips shall utter then, thon say'st, 
They are as marble, and tbey shall endure. 
Pray always, for on prayer tlie hungry feed ; 
Ita sound ìs hiddeii music to the soni, 
From low desirea its rising strains shall lead, 
owiì thy just control, 
n the gushing spring, 
Q o'erflowings teli 
lol waters rise, and thither bring 
gladly then will hail the well ; 
ithin, new streams Uk 



And willing oaptive 

Draw not too often 

But rather let ila oi 

"Where the 

Those who 

When, gushing from 

Shall bìd them ever drink 
divine. 



The Prophet speaks, the world attentive stands ! 
The Toice tliat atlra the people'a countless hoat, 
Isaues again the Living God'a eommands ; 
Ànd who before the Xing of kinga can boaat ? 
At hia rebnke behold a thousand flee, 
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Their hearts the Lord hath smitten with liÌ3 f ear ; 
Bow to the Chriat, je nations I bow the knee i 
Repent ! tlie kingcloni of the Son is near ! 
Deep on their aonls the mighty accenta fall, 
Like lead that pierces tbrough the walls of day ; 
Pricked to tlie heart the guilty spirita cali 
To know of Hiin the new, the living way ; 
They bow ; for He oan loose, ami He can btad ; 
And in bis patii the proioised blessìng fìnd. 



(EfirtetmaB. 

AwAKE, ye dead ! The siunmonfl baa gone forth 
That blda ye leave the dark inclosiiig gra.Fe ; 
Froin east to west 't is beard, ftom south to 

The word goes forth imprisoned souls to save ; 
Though ye bave on the garments of the dead, 
And the Fonrtb day bave alept within the earth, 
Ckime forth ! yon eball partake the living bread, 
And be a witness of the Spirìt'a birth. 
Awake, ye faithful ! throw your grave-clothes by, 
He whom ye seek ia risen, bids ye lise ; 
The cross again on earth is lifted high ; 
Tom to ita bealing sight your closing eyes ; 
And you shall rise and gird yonr arnior on, 
And tight till you a crown in Christ bave won. 



rsars foeus. 



OciBoBnian. 



■ ^^OD ehalt tbe moontun moTe ; be etroiig in 
B^nd I will pluck it from ila rocky base, 
i c&st it keadlong in the roUing Bea, — 
And men shall eeek faut shall not fimi its plat 
Be strong ; tbou shalt throw down the n 

That risea uow against tbee o'er the earth ; 

Against thf Father's arm they ghall not boaat, 

In Borrow shall grow dark their day of mìrth. 

Ljft Dp the banner, bid the tnunpets sotmd ; 

Gather, ye nations, on the oppoeing hìll ! 

I will youT wisest coitncils now coufound, 

And ali your ranks with death and slaiighter fi 
vi come for judgment, and for TÌctoiy now, 
l'Sow domi, ye nations ! at my footstool bowl 



orile (Slitnsa Veforr. 

1 wouLn not tarry. Look ! the things before 
Cali me along my patb with beckoning love ; 
The things I gain wear not the hues they wopo, J 
For brìghter glorìes gild the bea vena above. 
Stili on, I seek the peat^e the Master sought, 
The world cannot dìsturb his joy within ; 
It is not with ita gold and silver bougbt, 
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It Ì8 the victory over death and sin. 

But those who enter the bright city's gates, 

Bidè low on one the marked and scomed of 

earth; 
Fop there the ready mansion open waits 
For those who live rejected from their birth ; 
And He who went before them bids, ali hall ! 
To those who o'er the world in Him prevail. 



Cile Sottri; Becit 

Bejoige, ye weary ! ye whose spirits moum, 
There is a rest which shall not be removed ; 
Press on and reach within the heavenly boume, 
By Christ, the King of your salvation proved. 
There is a rest ! Rejoice, ye silent stars, 
Boll on no more aJl voiceless on your way : 
Thou Sun ! No more dark cloud thy triumph 

bars, — 
Speak thou to every land the coming day. 
And thou, my soul, that feel'st the rest within, 
That greater art than star or burning sun, 
Rejoice ! for thou hast known the rest from sin, 
And hast the eternai life in God begun ; — 
Fraise thou the Lord with every living thing, 
And for his grace with saints and angels sing. 
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Oh prai.«e the Lord ! Let every heart be glad ! 
The day has come when He will be onr Crod ; 
No fears can come to make hìs children sad, 
Hls Joy is theirs who in his ways have trod. 
Oh praise. ye hills ! Fraise Him, ye riyers 

wide ! 
Ye j>eople own his love I re vere his power ! 
He makfs hìs ]>eace in one fall cnrrent glide, 
It Hhall llow on unbroken from this honr. 
Shout ! shoiit, ye saints ! the trìamph day is 

ncar, 
Tlic Kin^ goes forth Himself his sons to save ; 
The habitat ions of the poor to rear, 
And bìd the palm and myrtle round them wave ! 
Ojycn your jjateK. ye heaven-uplifted walls ! 
The King of kings for entrance at them calls. 



I^ature* 



( 



% 

Natube ! my love for thee is deeper far 

Than strength of words, though spirit-bom, can 

teli; 
For whìle I gaze they seem my soni io bar, 
That in ihy widening streams would onward 

swell, 
Bearìng thy mirrored beauty on its breast, — 
Now, through thy lonely haunts unseen to glide, 
A motion that scarce knows itself from rest, 
With pictored flowers and branches on its tide ; 
Then, by the noisy city's frowning wall, 
Whose arméd heights within its waters gleam, 
To rush with answering voice to ocean's cali, 
And mingle with the deep its swollen stream, 
Whose boundless bosom's cairn alone can hold 
That heaven of glory in thy skies unrolled. 



Whek I would sing of crooked streams and 

fields, 
On, on from me they stretch too far and wide, 
And at their look my song ali powerless yields, 

(83) 
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And down tlie river beaia me wiih ìts tìde. 

Amid the fìelds I am a. child agnin. 

The Bpots that the» I loyed I love the more, 

My fingere drop the strangely-Bcrawling pen, 

And I remeinhcr nought bnt Nature'a lote. 

I plunge me in the river'g cooling wave, 

Or on the embroidered bank admiring lean, 

Now some endangered insect life to save, 

Mow wateh the pictured flowera and graasea 

Fo«Ter playing where a boy I played, 

By hìll and grove, by field and Btream delayed. 



Co f^t Purt ali Ctiing:fi are Purt. 

The flowers I pass bave eyea that look at me, 
The birda bave cara that hear my s|)irit'a voice. 
And I am giad tbe leaping brook to see, 
Becanse it does at my ligbt step rejoice. 
Come, brotbera, ali wbo tread the grassy bill, 
Or wander thoughtless o'er the blooming fìelds, 
Come learn tbe aweet obedience of the will ; 
Tbence every sigbt and eound new pleasnre 

Nature aball seem another bonae of thine, 
Wben He wbo fonned tbee, bids it live and phiy, 
And in thy rambles e'en the creeping vìne 
Sball keep witb tbee a jocnnd holiday, 
And every plant, and bird, and inaect be 
Tbine own companiona bom f or barmony. 



J 
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jQatttte* 

The bubbling brook doth leap when I come by, 
Because my f eet find measure with its cali ; 
The birds know when the friend they love is 

nigh, 
For I am known io them both great and small ; 
The flowers that on the lovely hill-side grow 
Expect me there when Spring their bloom has 

given; 
And many a tree and bush my wanderings know, 
And e'en the clouds and silent stars of heaven : 
For he who with his Maker walks aright 
Shall be their lord, as Adam was bef ore ; 
His ear shall catch each sound with new delight, 
£ach object wear the dress which then it wore ; 
And he, as when erect in soul he stood, 
Hear from his Father's lips, that ali is good. 



Each naked branch, the yellow leaf or brown, 
The rugged rock, and death-deformèd plain, 
lie white beneath the winter's feathery down, 
Nor doth a spot onsightly now remain. 
On sheltering roof, on man himself , it falls ; 
Bat him no robe, not spotless snow, makes dean ; 
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Beneath, bis corse-like 8]>irit ever calla, 

That on it tuo maj- fall the heavenly screen, 

But ali in vain : ita giiilt can never hide 

FroTO the quick Spirit's lieartdeep searehing eye; 

There barren plains and caverna yawning wide 

Lie ever naked to the passer-by ; 

'Sor can one thaught deformed the presence I 

But to tbe Spirit's gaze stands bright as in the 



I TOO wìll wait witb thee retuming Spring, 
When thiek tbe leaves shall cling on ereiy. I 

bough, 
And birds witbin their new-grown arbor sìng, 
TJnmindful of tbe storma that tear me now [ 
For I bave atript me iiaked to the blast 
That now in triumph through my branches rìdes : 
But aoon the winter's bondage shall be post 
To hira who in the Saviour's love abides ; 
And as bis Father to thy limbs retiims, 
Blosaom and bloom to sprinkle o'er thy dresa, 
So shall Christ cali frora out their funerid urna, 
Those who in patlence stili their soula poaaeaa; 
And clothe in raiment never to wax old. 
Ali wbom bis Father gave him for bis fold. 
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eie CBtitrr Baob 

The nm eomes down, ìt comes whhoat cor cali, 
£ach patterìng drop knows well ita detrtined 

place, 
And 80on the fields wheieon the blessings fdl 
ShaQ change their froety look iat Sprìng^s sweei 

face; 
So fall the woids thy Holy Spirìt sends, 
Upon the heaii where Winter's robe is flnng ; 
They shaU go f orth as eertain of their ends, 
As the wet drops from ont thy vapon wning : 
Sprìng wiU not tany, thongh more late ita roae 
Shall bad and bloom upon the sìnfnl heart ; 
Yet when it bads, f orerer there it blows. 
And hears no Winter bid ita bloom depart ; 
It strengthens wìth bis storms, and grows more 

brig^ 
When o'er the earth is cast bis mantle white. 



eie jbptrit 

I WOULD net breathe, when blows ihj mighty 

wìnd 
O'er desolate bill and winter-blaated plain, 
Bnt stand, in waiting bope, if I may find 
Each flower recalled to newer lif e again, 
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TLat now unsightìy hides itaelf from Thee, 
A mi ri the leavea or rustling grasses Jry, 
With ice-cased rock and snowy-mantled tiee, 
Asliamed lest Thon ita nakedness should spy ; 
But Thon shalt breathe, and every rattling bough 
Shall gather leaves ; eacli rock with rivere flow; 
And they that hide them from thy presence a 
In new-found tobes along thy path shall glow 
And meajiows at thy coming fall and rìse, 
Their green wavea sprinkled with ft 1 
eyes, 



Oh, hid the desert blossom as the rose, 
For there ìa not one flower tbat meeta me now; 
On ali thy fìelds lie heaped the wintry snowa, 
And the rough ice encrusta thefruitful bongh. 
Oh, breathe npon thy ruined vineyard stili ; 
Thoogh like the dead it long unmoTed has lain, 
Thy breath can with the bloom of Eden fili, 
The lifelesa clods in verdure elothe again. 
Awake, ye slothful ! open wide the earth 
To the new siin and Spirit's quickening raln ; 
They carne to bid the furrows heave in birth. 
And strew with rosea thick the harren plain, 
Awake ! he early in your «ntilled field. 
And it to yoa the crop oì pea«e shall yìeld. 
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Labor aidi Eeist 

Thoxj need'st not rest : the shining spheres are 

thine 
That roll perpetuai on their silent way, 
And Thon dost breathe in me a voice divine, 
That tells more sure of thine eternai sway ; 
Thine the first starting of the early leaf , 
The gathering green, the changing antumn hue ; 
To Thee the world's long years are but as brief 
As the fresh tints that Spring will soon renew. 
Thou needest not man's little life of years, 
Save that he gather wisdom from them ali ; 
That in thy fear he lose ali other fears. 
And in thy calling heed no other cali. 
Then shall he he thy child to know thy care, 
And in thy glorioos Self the eternai Sabbath 

share. 



Clfte CTree* 

I LOVE thee when thy swelling buds appear 
And one by one their tender leaves unf old, 
As if they knew that warmer suns were near, 
Nor longer sought to hide from Winter's cold ; 
And when with darker growth thy leaves are 
seen 
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To veil from view the early robin's nest, 

I love to lie beneath thy waving screen 

With lioibs by Buinnier'a beat and toìl opprest ; 

And wben the autuian winds bave stript thee 

And round thee lies tLe smootb, imtrodden s 
When nougbt ìb tbine tbat made tbee once bo j 

I love to watcb thy ehadowy form below, 
And througb thy leaflesa arma to look ahove 
On Btat'H tliat brigbter beam wben moBt we iieed | 
tbeir love. 



Cbt Slpril à^nm. 

It will not stay ! the robe so pearly white, 
"Which fell in folda in Nature's bosom bare, 
And Bparkled in tbe winter moonbeama' ligbt, 
A vestnre ench as sajnted spirita weai. 
It will not stay. Look, from the open plain, 
It melts beneatb tbe glance of April's sun; 
Nor can the rock's cool ehade the enow detain, 
It feeda tbe brooks, which down tbe billaide mn. 
Why sbould it tinger ? Many tinted flowers 
And tlie green grass its plaoe will qiiickly fili. 
And, witb new life from sun and kindly sbowers, 
With beauty deck tha meadow and tbe bill, 
Till we regret to aee tbe eartb resumé 
ThÌB anowy mantle for ber robe ot bloom. 
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OtOrrve 

The momìng's briglitness cannot make tliee 

glad, 
n ihon art not more brighi than it widun ; 
And nought of evenuig's peace hart Ùum, e'er 

had, 
If evenìng first did not wìth thee begìn. 
Fall manj a san I saw first set and rìse, 
Bef ore mj day had foond a rising too ; 
And I with Nature leamed to harmonìze. 
And to ber times and seasons made me trae. 
How fair that new May moming when I rose 
Companion of the san f or ali the day ; 
O'er every bill and field where now he goes^ 
With bim to pass, nor fear again to stray; 
Bat 'neath the fall-orbed moon's reflected ligbt 
Stili onward keep my way till latest night. 



Thou lookest ap with meek, cónfirling eye, 
Upon the cloaded smile of April's fa«e, 
Unbarmed, Ihoagh Winter stands ancertain by 
Ejring with jealoas glance earjb opening grace* 
Thoa trastest wisely ! In thy faith arrayed, 
More glorioos thou than Israel*» wisest King. 



TEMTs poars. 

h fmìA wa* Wa vhoni mea to death betnyej 
I A« duae, wlw lw(a'*flt the timid voice of Spiing, 
[' Wlùle otlicT flowns stili ìàde them from ber cali 
■ AloBg the rirer'» brini aad meajow bare. 
Tkee wiH I se«l bende the stony walI, 
And in thr tntst wixh childlike heart 

(Veiìayed tliat in ìhj earìjr leares I find 
I A IcMon tsnght t^ lEin «ho loved hU 
kind. 



Ctt i'iolrt. 



THOr tellest tmths nn^poken yet b 
By thjs thy tonely home and modest look ; 
For he has noi the eyes such trutlis to scan, 
Nor leams to read from such a lowlj hook. 
With him it is net lìfe firm-flxed to grow 
Beneath the oatspreading oaks and min^ p 
Cont«nt this hiunble lot of tbine to knoir, 
The neareat neìghbor of the creeping t 
'WìthoQt fixed root he catmot trast. Itke thee, 
The mn vcìll know the appointed honr to fai!, I 
Bat fearg lest Bun or shan'er may hurtful he. 
And woold delay or speed them with bis cali ; 
Nor trast like tbee irben wintry winds blow cold, 
Whose shrinking foim tbe withered leaves enfold, 




J 
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Still, stili my eye will gaze long fixed on thee, 

Till I f orget that I am called a man, 

And at thy side fast-rooted seem to be, 

And the breeze comes my cheek with thine to 

fan. 
TJpon this craggy bill our lif e sball pass, — 
A life of summer days and summer joys, — 
Nodding our boney-bells mid pliant grass 
In wbicb tbe bee, balf-bid, bis time employs ; 
And bere we '11 drink witb tbirsty pores tbe rain, 
And tum dew-sprinkled to tbe rising sun, 
And look wben in tbe flaming west again 
His orb across tbe beaven its patb bas run ; 
Here left in darkness on tbe rocky steep, 
My weary eyes sball dose like f olding flowers in 

sleep. 



Upon tbe Plymouth sbore tbe wild rose blooms, 
As wben the Pilgrims lived beside the bay, 
And scents tbe moming air with sweet perfumes ; 
Though new this bour, more ancient far than 

they; 
More ancient than tbe wild, yet friendly race. 



F 
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That ro\eà the land before the PUgrims carne, 
And here for ages found a dweUing-place, 
Of whom ouT kistonea teli ag but a uanie ! 
Thongìi new this hoor, out from the past it 

sprìngs, 
Telling tiiìa Bununer moming of earth's prime ; 
And happy visions of the future bringe, 
That reach bevond, e'en to the verge of lime ; 
WreUhing earth'a children in oiie fioweiy chain 
Of h>Te and beauty, ever to r^main. 



CTbe Rabbatta. 

The «weet-brìar rose has not a forra more fair, 
Nor are ita huea more beaiiteous than thìne owd, 
Sabbatia, flower most beautiful and rare ! 
In lonely spots blooming unseen, ouknown. 
So spiritual thy look, thy etem so lìght. 
Tbon seemest not from the dark earth to grow ; 
But to belong to heavenly regions brighi, 
Whore night comes not, nor blasts of winter 

To me thou art a pure, ideal flower. 

So delicate that mortai touch miglit mar; 

Not bom, like other flowers, of sun and shower, 

Bnt wandering from thy native home afar 

To lead our tbonghta to some serener dime, 

Beyond the sbadoivs and the storms of timo. 




Cile fiotiin. 

Thoct need'st not flutter from tliy half-built nest, 
ne'er thou hear'at man'a hurryìng feet go by, 
Fearing hia eye for harm may on tUee rest. 
Or he thy young's unfiniahed cottage spy ; 
Ali will not heed thee on tliat ewinging bough, 
TSor care that round thy shelter spring the leaves, 
ITor watch thee on the pool's wet margin now 

clay to plaster atraws thy ciu>iiìng weavea ; 
Ali will not bear thy sweet, outpouiing joy, 
That with morn's stillueas hlends the voice ol 
song, 
>ver-anxiona eares their souls employ, 
That else upon thy music home along 
And the light wings of heart-ascending prayer 
fiad learned that Heaven is pleaaed thy simple 
joys to ahare. 



hear thy voice with others' eara, 
Who malte of thy lost liberty a gain ; 
And in thy tale of blighted hopes and feara 
Peel not that every note ia born with pain. 

that with thy music'a gentle Bwell 
PPast days of joy should throttgh thy memoiy 

throng, 
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And eaeh to thee their words of sorrow teli, 
Wliile ravished sanse forgets thee in thy song. 
The Iieart that on the past and future feeds, 
And pouFB in humaa worda ita thouglits divine, 
Though at ea«h Lirth the spirit inly bleeds. 
Ita songa may charm the liatening ear Hke thine; 
And men with gilded eage and praise will try 
To make the hard like thee forget hia native sby. 



I FonxD, far culled froin fragrant field and gre 
Each flowcr that makea our Spriug a welcc 

In one sweet bond o£ hrotherhood inwove 

An osier band their leaEy staUcs compresaed j 

A etranger's hand had made their bloom n^ I 



And freah their fragranee rested on the air; 
Hia gift waa mine — hut he who gave unknown. 
And my heart aorrowed though the flowera were 

Kow oft I grieve to ineet them on the lawn, 
Aa sweetly scattered round my path they grow, 
By Oue who on their petala paints the dawn, 
And gilt with sunaet splendore bida them glow, 
For I ne'er aaked " who steepa them ìn per» 1 

Nor anxìous sought His love wÉo crowna ti 
ali with bloom. 
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CleBwe. 

The rose thoa show'st me hais lost ali ìfts Ime, 
For thoa dost seem to me dum h leas bar ; 
For when I look I tnm from it to joa. 
And f eel the flower hais been thine onlr care. 
Thoa eonld'st bave g^rown as freelj b j its side 
As spring ihese bads from ont the parent stem, 
Bat thoa art from thj Father serered wìde. 
And tomest from tb jself to look at tbem. 
Tby words do not perfome the smnmer air, 
Nor draw the e je and ear lìke tbis tb j flower ; 
No bees sbail make thj lips tbeir daìlj care. 
And sip the sweets dìstilled from bonr to bonr ; 
Nor sbail new plants from ont tby scattered seed, 
O'er many a field the eje witb beauty f eed. 



The seed bas started, — wbo can stay ìt ? See, 

The leaves are sprouting high above the ground ; 

Already o'er the flowers, its head ; the tree 

Tbat rose beside it and tbat on it frowned, 

Bebold ! is bnt a small bnsh by its side. 

Stili on I it cannot stop ; its brancbes spread ; 

It looks o'er ali the eartb in giant pride : 

The nations find npon its limbs tbeir bread^ 

7 
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Its faougliH tìieir millioDs sbelter from the heat, 
Beneat)i ite shode see lunilreda, tongues, and ali 
That tlie nide world contains, tbey ali retreat 
Beneath the ghe]ter of that acorn smnll 
Tliat late thou flang'st anay ; 't was the beat gìft 
That Heaven e'er gave ; — ita head the low shall 
lift. 



J teas eicit anU in JPriean. 

Thou hast not left the rough-harked tree t» grow 
"Witbout a mate npon the river's hank; 
Nor dost Thou on one flower the rain hestow, 
But many a cu}) the ghtterìng drops has dranlc. 
The hird must sing to one who sìngs agatn, 
Else wouid her note Icss welcome he to hear ; 
Nor hast Thou hid thy wotd descend in Tain, 
But soon some aiiBwering voice shaU reach my I 



Then shall the hrotherhood of peace begin, 
And the new Bong be raìaed that never dies, 
That shall the soul from death and darkness win, I 
And burst the prison where the captive lies 
And one by one, new-born, shall join the strain, 
Till earth restores her sons to heaveii agcùn. 



Cnbe Erres ai Uh. 

I FoB those who wornhlp Ttee thero is no death, 
I Por ali they do ia biit with Tliee to dwell : 
Now while I take from Thee this paaaing breath, 
It is but of tliy glorioua name to teli ; 
Nor worda nor nieaaured sounda bave I to fiud, 
But in them both my soul doth ever flow ; 
They come as viewless as the unseen wind, 
I And teli thy noiselesa stepa where'er X go ; 
r The trees that gi'ow along thy living atream, 
And from ita aprings refi'eshment ever drink, 
Forever glittering in thy momìng team 
They bend them o'er the river's graasy brink, 
I Asd, &B more high and wide tkeir branches grow, 
I They look more fair within the deptha helow. 



CSie CltmBeB domini. 
' The morning comea ; and thickening f og3 pre- 

Hanging like curtains ali the horizon round, 
And o'er the head in heavy stillneBS sail, — 
So stili is day it aeema like night profound. 
But aee ! the miata are stirring, raja of light 
Pierce through the haze as atniggling to be free; 
The CLTcle lound grows eveiy moment brìght, 
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The aun ia breaking forili ; 't is he, 't is he ! 
Quick from before hjm Slea eoch sluggiah cloud, 
His rays ha™ touched the stream, have cUmbed 

the hiU ; 
The Bounds/of life increate, aJl blending load. 
The hum of meii, nor smalleet thing is stili ; 
But ali have foiind a voice, and hail their king, 
The words of raan's high pralse, atid hird wiUi 

flutteiing witig. 



The clear bright moming-, witti ita acented ai 
And gayly waving flowers, ìa bere again ; 
Man'a heart is lifted with the voice of prayer, 
And pea«e descends as falla the gentle rain. 
The tuneful birda that ali night long have slept, 
Take up at duwn the evening's dying lay, 
When Bleep upon their eyeUds gently crept, 
Aad stole with stealtby craft their song avay. 
High overhead the forest's awaying boughs 
Sprinkle with drops oÌ dew the whiatling boy, 
As to the field he early drivea his cows, 
More than content with thia hia low einploy. 
And ahall not Joy uplift me wben I lead 
The flocks of Christ hy the etili streains to feed? | 
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tS^t Bamile* 

The plants that careless grow shall bloom and 

bud, 
When wilted stands man's nicely tended flower ', '\ 
£'en on the nnsheltered waste, or poGl's dark --^ 

mnd, 
Spring bells and lilìes fit for lady's bower. / ■"'- 
Come with me, I wiU show you where they grosn /' 
The tangled vines and boughs come push asidjas " 
O'er yonder hill-top's craggy side we go, - *- 
Then by the path beyond we downward sljde.^ 
See, by yond pond where few but travelerà t)asè, 
Each lily opens wide its curious cup, 
And here where now we track the unmown grass, 
The wild-heath beli, surprised, is looking up 
To yiew the strangers that thus far bave sought 
The flowers that in fair Nature's robe are 

wrought. 



Stay where thou art, thou need'st not further 

The flower with me is pleading at thy f eet ; 
The clouds, the silken clouds, above me flow, 
And f resh the breezes come thy cheek to greet. 




102 VERTS FOEMS. 

Wliy hasten on ; — bast thou a fairer home ? 
Haa God more rich]y ÌAest the world than here, 
Tbat thou in haste would'st from thy country 

Favored by erei'y month that fills the year ? 
Sweet showers ahall on thee here, as there, de* 
scend j 
' The aun salute thy mora and gild thy ève : 
Come, tarry here, for Nature is thy friend, 
. And we an arbor for ourselves will weave ; 
Apd many a pilgrun, joumeying on as thou, 
y^M gi'ateful blesa ita ahade, and list the wind- \ 
struck bough. 



Ci)t JtcCl) anti emooìr. 
Whence didst thou spring, or art thoa yet un- 1 

"Who treadst with Blightmg f oot bo swift along, 
Where near thee rises green the hladed coro, I 

And from the tree poura forth the birdB' new 

Thy heart is ever flutt'ring, ne'er at rest ; 
A bìrd that e'er would soar with wily art, 
Yet when she eeems ai what she wished possest, 
She feels the strength from out ber winga de- 

Learn wisdom from the sweet, delaying voice, 
And from ita melody turn not thine ear j 
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"With springing grain in slow decay rejoice, 
And thou at one shall be with ali things bere ; 
And tby desires, tbat now o*ertop tbe grain, 
Shall with ita growth a life like theirs sostain. 



The bush that has most briars and bitter f ruit, — 
Wait till the frost has tumed its green leaves 

red, 
Its sweetened berries will thy palate suit, 
And thou may'st find e'en there a homely bread. 
Upon the hills of Salem, scattered wide, 
Their yellow blossoms gain the eye in Spring ; 
And straggling e'en upon the turnpike's side, 
Their ripened branches to your hand they bring. 
l 've plucked them oft in boyhood's early hour, 
That then I gave such name and thought it true ; 
But now I know that other fruit as sour 
Grows on what now thou callest Me and You ; 
Yet, wilt thou wait the Autumn that I see, 
Will sweeter taste than these red berries be. 



VERT'S POEUS. 



Ci)c Jnift. 



Thou rìpenest the fruita with warmer ai: 
That Summer brings around thy goodly trees, 
And Thou wilt grant e. summer to my prayer, 
And fruit ehall glisten from these flutterìng 

A fruit that shall not with the winter fail, 
He laiowB no winter who of it shall eat, 
But on it lives, though outward Etorms assidi) 
Till it hecomes in titne bis daily meat : 
Tben he shoU in the fruit I give abound, 
And hungry pilgrims hasten to the bough, 
Where the true bread of life shall tben be foond, | 
Though nought they spy to give upon it now ; 
But pass it by, witb aorrowing hearts that there 
But leaves bave grown where they tbe fndt ! 
would sbare. 



Cile ^ac))CBt. 

They love me not who at my table eat ; 
Tbey live not on the bread that Tbou hast given ; 
The word Tbou giv'st is not their daily meat, 
The bread of life tbat conietb down from heaven. 
They di'ink, hut from their lips tbe waters dry, 
There is no weU tbat guahes up witbin ; 
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And for the meat that perishes tbey ciy, 
"When Thou haa vexed th-eir sodIs becaose of sin. 
Oh, send thj laborers ! Erery hill and field 
"With the ungathered crop is wbitened o'er ; 
To thoae who reap it Ehall lich harvests yield. 
In fnll-eared grtùn ali rip«ned for thy store ; — 
No danger can they fear who reap with Thee, 
TLough thick wìth atonna the autunni sliy inay 
he. 



tE^t lattei Barn. 

The latter raìn, — it falla in anxious haate 
TTpon the aun-dried fielda and hi'anches bare, 
Looaening with searching' drops the rigid waste. 
Aa ìf it would each root'a lost attength repair ; 
Biit not a biade growa green as in the spring. 
No Bwellìng twig puta forth ita thickening leaveB ; 
The robina only mìd tlie harveata aing, 
Fecking the grain that acatters from the aheavea : 
The rain falla stili, — the fruit ali ripened dropa, 
It pierces chestmit burr and walnnt shell, 
The farro wed fields disclose the yellow cropa, 
Eaich burating pod of talenta iised can teli, 
And ali that once reeeived the early rain 
Declare to man it waa not aent in vaia. 
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(Erbe JTcDSt 

ThI! frost Ì3 out, and in the open fìelds, 
Ànd late witliin the woods, I market! bis tracb ; 
The unwary flower his icy fingerà feela, 
And at their touch the erisped leat rolla back ; — 
Look, how the maple o'er a. 9ea of green 
Wavea in tlie autumnal wind bis flag of red I 
First etruck of ali tlie foreat'a spreading screen, 
Most heauteous, too, the earlieat of ber dead. 
Go on : thy task ìs kinJly meaut by Him 
Whose is eafih flower and riebly covered bonglifl 
And though the leavea hang dead on erery li 
Stili will I praise bis love, tbat early now 
Has Bent before tbis herald of decay 
To bid me bced tJie approacb of Winter's sterner I 
day. 



Stittimn DapB. 

The winda are out with luud increasing ahout, 
Where late before them walked the biting frost, 
Whirling the leaves in their wild sport abont, 
And twig and linib atbwart our path are toat. 
But stiU the a un looks kindly on the year, 
And days of summer warmtb will Unger yet ; 
And etili the birds amid the fielda we bear, 
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For the ripe grain and scattered seeds they get 
The shortenìng days grow slowly less and less, 
And Winter comes wìth many a waming on ; 
And stili some day with kindly smile will bless, 
Till the last hope's deceit is fledged and gone, 
Before the deepening snows block up the way, 
And the sweet fields are made of bowling blasts 
the prey. 



The leaves, thougb thick, are falling : one by one 
Decayed they drop from off their parent trae ; 
Their work with Autonm's latest day is done, — 
Thon see'st them home npon the breezes free. 
They lie strewn bere and there, their many dyes 
That yesterday so canght thy passing eye ; 
Soiled by the rain each leaf neglected lies, 
Upon the path where now thou hurriest by. 
Yet think thee not their beauteons tints less fair 
Than when they hung so gayly o'er thy head ; 
Bnt rather find thee eyes, and look thee there 
Where now thy feet so heedless o'er them tread, 
And thou shalt see, where wasting now they lie, 
The unseen hues of inmiortality. 



,^o»g anb ^rotie^e. 



^ftttg anii l^caij^r^ 
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C|t Craiif tf He Urìu 



''Take je hecd. «atch aad pr^ : far ye kDOir ao4 wlien the time 

II'' — MauxììL33. 

Come saddenlr, O Lord, or slowlj come : 
I wait thy wìll ; thj senrant ready ìs : 
Thoa hast prepared thj follower a home, — 
The hearen in which Thoa dwellest, too, is his. 

Come in the mom, at noon, or midnight deep ; 
Come, f or thy serrani stili doth watch and praj : 
£*en when the world aroond is smik in sleep, 
I wake and long to see thj glorioos day. 

I wonld not fix the time, the day, nor honr, 
When Thou with ali thine angels shalt appear ; 
When in thy kingdom Thoa shalt come with 

power, — 
E'en now, perhaps, the promised day is near ! 

For though in slumber deep the world may lie, 
And e'en thy Church forget thy great command ; 
Stili, year by year, thy coming draweth nigh, 
And in its power thy kingdom is at hand. 

Not in some future world alone 't will he, 
Beyond the grave, beyond the bounds of time ; 
But on the earth thy glory we shall see, 
And share thy triumph, peaceful, pure, sublime. 



80XG AXD PRATSSi 



T - T 



liord, help me tkat I £ub£ 
l^or at thj comìng afannber. UiX aad «L£«p : 
For Thoa hast promised. azid foli v-<£lI I 
Thoa vìlt to US thr woid of promise keep. 



de Cali. 

Wht art tlioa mot awake. mr <on ? 
Hie momìiig breaks I f ormed f or diee ; 
And I tfans earl j W thee stand. 
Thj new-awakening lìf e to see. 

Whj art thoa not awake. my son ? 
The bìrds npon the boogh rejoice ; 
And I thofl earl j bj thee stand, 
To bear wìth theìrs thj tonefnl voice. 

Whj deep'st thon stili ? The laborers ali 

Are in my yineyard : bear them toil, — 

As f or the poor, with harvest song 

They treasore up the wine and oiL 
8 
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TwK bome i^ tmrìHj parent le& 
'ìà.j hMT cn ly pkrent rt31 tfaiows dtnm. 

Far 't ù of air and «m betcft, 

'Sta lU» U* roof vitb beao^ crrnm. 

He gave it mc^ jet gmve tt not 
As one «base ^fts are wise and good ; 
T waa bnt a poor and claj-boilt cot, 
And for a time the stonns withstood. 

Bnt lengtheaing yeurs and beque&t rain 
Cercarne ita strengtli ; it tottered, fell, 
And left me homeless bere ^ain, — 
AjuI where to go I coold not teli. 

But Boon the light and open air 
Beceiyed me as a wandering chìld, 
And I fioon thooght their house more faÌTi 
Ajid ali my grief theii love beguiled. 

Mine waa the girove, the pleasant field 
Where dwelt the flowers I daily trod ; 
And there beside them, too, I kneeled 
And called their friend, Tay Father, God. 



SONG AND FRAISE. 115 



(Z[)e QTenant* 

Trees shall rise around thy dwelling, 
When thy house from heaven appears. 
Art thou that thou liy'st in selling, 
As are numbered up thy years ? 

Thou canst ne'er have leave to enter 
That new dwelling's open door ; 
Where thy hopes and wishes centro, 
Where thy friend has gone bef ore ; 

Till the hut where now thou livest 
Low is leveled with the ground ; 
Then thy prayer to Him who givest 
Has at length acceptance f ound. 

Then, though poor, yet He will cherish, 
Whose high mansion is the sky ; 
Houseless left, thou shalt not perish 
'Neath its wide-spread canopy. 

Qnick, then, leave some poorer dweller 
That wherein thou livest now ; 
Better far awaits the seller, 
Bicher lands his oxen ploagh. 
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The comings on of Faith, 

The goings out of Sight, 

Are as the brightening of the mom 

And dying of the night 

Man tells not of the hoor, — 

By Him alone 't is told, 

Who day and night with certain boonds 

Marked out for him of old. 

The singing of the bird, 

And sinking of her strain ; 

The roar of ocean's storm-lashed waves 

And lull the date retain. 

The fading of the leaf , 

And blending of each hue ; 

The coming hour stili hold in trath, 

When change the old and new. 

There 's nought in Nature's hymn, 
Of earth, or sea, or sky, 
But is prophetic of the time 
When birth to death is nigh. 
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There 18 a sighing in the wood, 

A nmrmnr in the heating waye, 

The heart has never onderstood 

To teli in words the thooghts they gaye. 

Tet oft it feels an answering tone, 
When wandering on the lonely shore ; 
And coold the lips its voice make known, 
'T woold sound as does the ocean's roar. 

And oft beneath the wind-swept pine, 
Some chord is stnick the strain to swell; 
Nor sounds nor langaage can define, — 
'T is not f or words or sounds to teli. 

'T is ali unheard, that Silent Voice, 
Whose goings f orth, unknown to ali, ' 
Bids bending reed and bird rejoice. 
And fills with music Nature's hall. 

And in the speechless human heart 
It speaks, where'er man's feet have trod ; 
Beyond the lips' deceitful art, 
To teli of Him, the Unseen Gk>d. 
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T is not that Thou hast given to me 
A form which mortala camiot see, 

That I rejoice ; 
But that I know Thou art around, 
And though there comes to me no somid, 

I hear thy voice. 

T is not that Thou hast given me place 
Among a new and happy race, 

I serve thee, Lord ; 
But that thy mercies never fail, 
And shall o'er ali my sins prevail, 

Through thine own word. 

Its praise has gone abroad ; who hears, 
He casts aside ali earthly fears, 

*By it he lives; 
It bids him triumph o'er the grave, 
And him o*er death dominion gave, — 

Thy Joy and peace it gives. 

Hear it, ye poor ! and ye who weep ! 
Arise, who lie in sin's long sleep ! 

'Tis strong to free; 
Give ear and it shall lead you on, 
Till you the crown again bave won, 

And me and mine can see. 
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eie iStfto of enìu 

The light that fills ihj house at rnorn, 
Thon canst noi f or thyself retaìn ; 
Bnt ali who wìth thee here are boni, 
It bids to share an eqoal gain. 

Hie wind that blows ihy ship along, 
Her swelling sails cannot confine ; 
Alike to ali the gales belong, 
Nor canst thon daim a breath as thine. 

The earth, the green ont-spreading earth, 
Whj hast thon f enced it off from me ? 
Hadst thon than I a nobler birth, 
Who callest thìne a gìft so free. 

The wave, the blue encircling wave, 
No chains can bind, no f etters hold ! 
Its thunders teli of Him who gave 
What none can ever buy f or gold. 
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I QAZED ftfar froni the rocby hill, 
Às it I never coiild drink my fili 
Of the prospect fair, tlie ocean wide, 
The hlue brighi ocean on every side. 

For with the prospect grew my mìnd, 
And seemed in the Tast expanee to find 
A Hpace for its flight, Tnthout Bhore or bound, 
Save the sky above aad the ahore around, 

But Boon o'er my spirit a feeling stole, — 
A sad, lonely feeling I cuuld not control, 
Which the sight of the ocean doth ever bring, 
As if , like the soni, 't were a living thing. 

The plaintire yiKve, as it broke on the shore, 
Seemed sighing for reat for evermore. 
And glad at length the land to reach, 
And teli its tale to the ailent beach. 

So seemed it then to my wandering thought, 
Tbat in the vast prospect a home had sought ; 
The ship o'er the waters a pori may find, 
But never Uie longing aud reatless mìnd. 

As night o'er the ocean its sbadow threw, 
And homeward the weary aearbird flew, 
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dìbr Slirptirrt'iS Litt. 



Mt fiocks, tuiiI'Bt thou e'er seen tbem, wliere Uiey 1 

Upon tlie liills and flowety vestared plùna, 

And lieard me ]upe to thero on sheplietd'a reed,^ 1 

Then would'st thou leave fore'er ìhj eordid gaina» { 

And haate thee where tlie streams so gently floWf I 
Wliere soiinding pines and rocks above me rUe, 
And seelc tliis qiiìet life of mine to know. 
And learn wìth me iU simple joys to prìze. 

How quìetly the moming melts away 
Into the noon, while on the grass I Ile ; 
And noon fades quicklj into erening gray, 
When ti'oop the stara across the o'erhar 
sky. 

Hore day hy day I know nor waait nor care, 
For ali I need has Love Fatemal given ; 
And hid me, bounteous, ali ita blessings Hhare, 
And know on eartU the bliss of those in heaTeii>-| 

Thiiie he the shephenl'B lìfe, his oot be thine, 
And roay'st t)iou sit besìde hìm at his board ; 
Tlten wilt thou cease to sorrow or repìne, 
And tu the peace Chrìst gnve him be restored. 
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I I^OVE to Bit OH tfae greoi luOl'i side, 

That looks aroond on a prospect wide. 

And send mj mind far away to rore 

O'er floweiy meadow. and bending grore 

That looks in tfae silent deptfas belonr 

At the stranger woods that downirard grow ; 

And flj o'er the face of the winding stream 

With the beach bird that starti wish a sodden 



Or skim with the gnll the stilL cahn sea, 
Where the white sail sleeps so peacefollj ; 
Tin I ali f orget in that waking dream, 
Bat the skj, grove, sea. and winding stream. 

And I hie me to the wood's green breast, 
On the bird's light wing that seeks her nest, 
With a swifter flight than she sprang awaj 
To meet the bright steps of new-bom daj. 
Hark ! from the spot to mother so dear, 
Break sweet the cries of young on mine ear. 
See ! on the sable pine grove af ar 
Eains Silver light from Dian's bright car ; 
And stars steal downward with lovely ray, 
As if from earth to cali me away 
To groves where the flowers of a deathless bloom 
Breathe o'er a land nnsullied by a tomb. 
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Oh, grant n 



n kour, un lumi' like thìs, 



To drink from far purer «treams oì blìss 

Thsn flow near the dusty paths of lif e, 

Uptost by mad'ning jiassion and strìfe ; 

For my mind comes back with a lighter apring ' 

Tlian the bird from her weaty wandering, — 

"With a caini more deep than the stili, brighi si 

Wbere the white Bail sleeps so peacefully, — 

To join the world of care again, 

And look on the straggles and atrife of men 

With !u) eye that beam:* with as pure a ray 

As called my soul from these scenes away. 



orile S'iDitt. 

Men t«ll how many blossoms will appear 
On every tree tliey plant and hope to thrive j 
How many kernels fili the yellow ear, 
How many beeit aball awarm in every hive. 

When Springs but come, 't is Autumn bere with 

And SuDimer but of Winter'a cold can teli ; 
And when they aee tlie friiit on laden stem, 
With them ita early buda begin to swelL 

'T is ali too slow, fair Nature's gentle growth, 
Thflir hopes are ripe when faero bat faud aod 
Uoom, 
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•^d they accuse her eqnal pace of slotfa^ 
-^d cast on her the shadow of their glo^iin* 

•^^t she, kind mother of her children ali, 
"ith voice of dove-like meeknew» gentJy t:huì*A ; 
"I care for e'en the humble «i^arr^iw'» falJ, 
•^^e with yon bright orb that oVr the«i glid^rt/' 



On^e |)oiin 

I ASK not what the bad mav l/'; 

That hangs upon tJie ^Hhu-^hhTi^htA nUffn ; 

But love with everj* leaf I s?^;';, 

To lie nnfolded there ìììa tb/;rn« 

I ask not what the tree rnav U'/^r 
When whitened liy the lia/jd '/f ^\muv^ ; 
Bat with ita hh^antfmH on llj^; air, 
Wonld far aronnd my \>ttrÌmtìH fJinjr, 

The infant's joy j;j wiifi';, — U uiiuh ; 
I join its ìnfant HjMfrU in ^h'M^ 
And wonld not for a world r<;MÌ(^fi 
The look of love ìt ca^it» ori iw.. 

Leave not the bìrd u\Hm tb<; win^, 
But with her Keek her H)ia<1<;d ufMi, 
And then with voice WXm \wm thoti *\i niiiy^^ 
When life's laHt ffunlieatn y^Mn this weiit 



VESrS POEMS. 



CO'lrap. 



I LITI! but in the present, — where art ti 
Ha:St thou a liome in some post, future year ì 
I cali to thee from every leafy bough, 
But tliuu art far away and canst not bear. 

Bach flower lifta up ita red or yeUow head, 
And noda to thee as thou art passing by : 
Hurry not on, but stay thine anxious tread, 
And thou sbalt live with me, for there am I. 



The stream that muimurs by thee heede ita vi 
Nor stop thine ear, 't la I that bid it flow ; 
And thou with ita glad waters shalt rejoioe, 
And of the life I live within them know. 

And hill, and grove, and fiowers, and i 

etream, 
When thou dost live with them shall look tuoi 

fair; 
And thou awake as from a cheating dream, 
The life to-day with me and mine to share. 
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They told me, when my heart was glad, 
And ali around but said, rejoice, — 
They told me, and it made me sad, 
The thunder was God's angry voice. 

And then I tbought that from the sky, 
Throned monarch o'er a guilty world, 
His glance — the lightning flashing by — 
His band the bolts of min hurled. 

But now I leam a holier creed 
Than that my infancy was taught : 
'T is from the words of love I read 
That the sweet lips of Nature caught. 

Yes, 't was my Father's voice I f eared : 
It fills the heaven, the wide-spread earth ; 
It called in every tone that cheered 
Those rosy hours of childhood's mirth. 

'T is only on the heedless ear 
It breaks in thunder*s pealing wrath, 
Winging the wanderer's feet with fear 
To fiy destruction's flaming path. 

God dwells no more afar from me, 
In ali that lives his voice is heard ; 
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From the loud shoat of rollìng sea 
To warbled song of moming's bird. 

In ali that stira the hmnan breast, 
That wakes to mirth or draws the tear. 
In passion's stonn or soul's cairn rest, 
Alike the voice of God I bear 



Bright image of the early years, 
When glowed my check as red as thon, 
And life's dark throng of cares and fears 
Were swift-winged shadows o'er my sonny brow ! 

Thou blushest from the painter's page, 
Robed in the mimic tints of art ; 
But Nature's band in youth's green age 
With fairer bues first traced thee on my heart 

The moming's blusb, sbe made it tbine, 
The mom*s sweet breatb, sbe gave it thee, 
And in tby look, my Columbine, 
Each f ond-remembered spot sbe bade me see. 

I see the bill's far-gazing head, 
Where gay tbou noddest in the gale ; 
I bear ligbt-bounding f ootsteps tread 
The grassy patb that winds along the vale. 
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I bear the Yoice of woocQand song 
Break from each bnsh and well4aiowii tree. 
And on light pinions bome along, 
Comes back the hmgh from childhood's heart of 
glee- 

Cer the dark rock the dashing brook, 
With look of anger, leape again, 
And, hastenìng to each flowery nook, 
Ita distant Yoice ìs heard far down the glen. 

Fair chfld of art ! thy charms decaj, 
Tonched bj the wìthered band of Tune ; 
And hoshed the music of that day, 
When mj yoice mingled wìth the streamlet's 
chime; 

Bot on wlj heart thy cheek of bloom 
Shall live when Nature's smile has fled ; 
And, rich wìth memory's sweet perfome, 
Shall o'er ber grave thy trìbnte incenso shed« 

There shalt thou live and wake the glee 
That echoed on thy native bill ; 
And when, loved flower, I think of thee, 
My infant f eet will seem to seek thee stilL 
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flititnn SWans. 



Srnx blooming on, when Siiinmer flowers e 

fade. 
The golden-roda and asterà fili the giade ; 
The tokeas they of an ExhanstlcKS Love 
That ever to the end doth coastant prove- 

To one fair tribe another stili succeeda, 
As siili the heart new torms of beauty oeeds ; 
Till these bright children of the waning year, 
Its latef t bom, bave come our souls to cheer. 

They glutee upon ns from their fringed eyes, 
And to their look our own in love replie 
Wìthia our hearts vre fìnd for them a place, 
Às for the flowers which early spring-time g 

Despond not, traveler ! On lif e's lengthened w 
When ali thy early friends bave pai^ed away;j 
Say not, "Nu more the beautiful doth live) 
And to the earth a bloom and fragrauce gire.**" 

To every season bas our Father givea 
Some tokena of bis love to us from faeaven ; 
Nor leaves us bere, uncbeered, to walk olone, 
When alt we loved and prìzed in yonth 1 
goue. 
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Let bnt thy heart go fortL to ali dronnd, 
Stili by thy side the beautiful ia found; 
Along thy path the autumn flowers shall amile, 
And to its c^lose lìfe'e pilgrimage beguile. 



GTd tiie focaii f iDUtc. 

Dabk fossil flower ! I Bee thy leaves unrolled, 
With ali thy linea of beauty freslily marked, 
Ab ■when the eye of Morn heamed on thee first, 
And thou first tnm'dst to meet its welcome amile. 
And Hometimea in the coab' bright rainhow 

I dream I aee the colore of thy prime, 
And for a moment robe thy fonn again 
In splendor not its own. Flower of the paat! 
!Now, aa I look on thee, life's echoing tread 
Falla noiaeleaa on my ear, — tlie preaent dies ; 
And o'er my aoul the thouglita ai diatant lime. 
In sìlent waves, lite billowa from the se», 
Come roUing on and on, with ceaseleas flow, 
Innumerable. Thou may'at bave spning nn- 



Into thy noon of Ufe, when first earth heard 
Ita Maker's aovereign voice ; and laughing flowers 
Waved o'er the meadows, hung on mountain 

crags. 
And nodded in the breeze on every bill. 
Thou may'st bave bloomed luiaeen, save by the 

Btars 



thaà lang together o'er tbjr rotj birth, 
Aad eame at ere to watch ìhy folded rest. 
Ncfw mftjr have soaght the« on tlijr £r^i-ant 

Sftre light-voiced wìnds UuU round tby dwelling 

Or se«ined to stgb, u oft their winged haste 
Cranpelled their feet to roam. Thoa may'st ìa 

Hred 
Beneatb the tight of later days, vben man, 
With f«et free^oring aa the homeless wind, 
Sealed the thick-mantled height, coursed pia 

oiishom, 
Breaking tlie solitude of nature's haant 
With Toice that se«med to bleod, in on 

The min^ed marie of the elementa. 
And when against hi» infant fraine they r 
Uncurb«d, unawed by bis yet feeble band, 
And when the muttering atorm, and sbouting 

And rattling thunder, mated, round bim raged, 
And seemed at times like demon foes to ^rd, 
Tbou may'st bave non nith gentle look bis 

And Blirred the first warm prayer of gratìtnde, 

And been bis first, hi* simpleat altar-gift 

For tbee, dark flower, the kindbng atin can 



Non 



e the colora that it gave, nor mom, 
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"'ih tindly kias, restore thy breathing sweeU: 
^ ^t may the mind's mysterioua touch recali 
■**>© bloom and fra^rance of thy early prime : 
*** He who to the lowly lily gave 
glory richer lìuai to proudest kiag, 
^1^ pamted not those darkiy-shinìng leave», 
"^ith blushea like the dawn, in vain ; nor gave 



Q thee its sweetly-acented breath, to wast« 



^^Jion the barren air. E'en thoagh thou stood 
"^Jone in nature's forest-home nntrod, 
Vhe first-love of the stare and BÌghing winds, 
4!lie minerai holds with faithfnl trust tby form, 
TTo wake in hnman bearla swcet thoughta of love, 
iiow tbe dark past hangs round thy memory. 
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The road is left tbat once was trod 
By man and heavy-laden beast ; 
And new ways opened, iron-shod, 
Tbat bind the land from west to east 

I aaked of Him, who ali things knows, 
Why none wbo lived now pasaed tbat way ; 
"Where rose tbe dust the grass now growa ? 
A BtiD, low voice waa heard to say : 

" Thou know'Bt not why I change tbe courst 
Of him wha travels, learn to go ) — 
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Obey the Spirit'a gentle force, 
Nor ask tliee where the stream may flow>-l 

" Man shall not walk in bis own ways, 
For he is blind and cannot see; 
But let hitn trust, and lengthened daya 
Shall lead hia feet to heavea and Me. 

" Then shall the grass the path grow o'er^ | 
That his own wilfiilness has trod ; 
And man nor beaet ahall pass tt more, 
But he shall walk with Me, his Grod." 



I SAW a worm, — witli many a fold 
He spun liiniself a sitken tomb ; 
And there in winter-tinie enroUed, 
He heeded not the cold nor gloom, 

Within a small snng nook he lay, 
Vor saow nor sleet eould reach him there. 
Nor wind vas felt in guaty day, jM 

Nor biting cold of frosty air. ^M 

Spring Comes with bursting hnds and graaS) 
Aiound him stira a wnrmer hreeze ; 
The chirping insecta by Him pass, — 
His liiding-place not yet he leave». 
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Bat Summer came, its feryid breath 
Was felt withìn the aleeper's celi ; 
And waking from bis sleep of death, 
I saw him crawl from cut bis shell. 

Sloir and with pain he first moved on, 
And of the duHt he seemed to he ; 
A day passed by, the worm wa* gone, — 
He aoared on golden pinions free. 



C&e SSaintec «ir». 

Thou slng'st alone on the bare wiutry bongh, 
Ab if Spring with its leavea were around thi 



And its voice that 

riU, 
Aitd the breeze as it n^hispered 



heard in the laughing 
meadow and 



Stili fell on thine ear, as it munnured along 
To join the sweet tide of thine own gushing 

song. 
Sing on — tbough its Bweetness waa loBt on the 

blast. 
And the storm has net heeded thy Gong as it 

Yet ìt3 music awoke in a heart that waa near, 
A thought whoae remembrauce wìU ever prove 
deari 



1M ratrs potm, 

ThMgfc Ae brooL nny be froun, tfaoo^ t 

Aad ifae gv^M ttioB^ iIk meadinra no longer 



D I fahf « 07 «tr eai^lit d^ g^l«d note oC_ 

fi". 

\ T%at nj beali ìd life's wìnter migltt caro! 1 
tfaee. 



I CASXOT heal iby green gold brea^ 
Wbere deep tbose crael teedi bave prest, 
Kor bid tbee rais« tby ruffled crest 

Ànd seek thy m&t^, 
Vbo sits alone vritbin ibj nest, 

Nor sees tby (al*. 



No more witb bim iti summer bonrs 
Tbou 'It hiuu &mid tbe leafy bowers, 
Nor bover round the dewy fiowers, 

To feed tby young ; 
Nor seek, vben evening darkly lowers, 

Tby neet higb bang. 

No more tbou 'It knon- a motber'a care 
Tby boneyed apoila at ève to sbar6, 
Nor teach thy tender brood to dare, 
"Witb upward siiring, 



BBf^jjn rf.w, li 



^9* 



Oto ju» h eso^sei y^us^- 



Far 4^ scBBS ìl -rmn «uni 
Ut iBu d uLL fxms^. un- ìuml iuuc 
TiH BJi^^ft ]aK «am ìmool ìusil ini 



ddicarc :air cri«i 



10 ▲ w fiiirara^ ull^ azsr car x T^jn^t t^èMUc;. 



Tlioii hait bcantr iur tLe iKinl, 

ThoB^ so baman pen ha* tneed 
Qn liiat kaf ite learned lore, 
Lore Krìne the page ha« graeed,— 
What can words diseorer more ? 



Noi alone dim Antamn's blast 
Echoes from yon tablet sear, — 
Distant music of the Fast 
Steals npon the poet's ear. 
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Voices Bweet of eummer hoow, 
Spring's soft wbispers murmur hy ; 
Featbered songs from leafy bowers 
Draw hù lùtening soni on high. 



N THB DEATH OF 

dtut ntum te «uth w 



She aleepa not where the gladsorae earth 
Ita dark green grovrtU of verdure vavea, 
Aad where the wìnda' low-whispering mìrth 
St«als o'er the silent graves. 

She sleeps not where the wild rose lenda 
Its fragrance to the moraing air, 
And where thy form at evening benda 
To raiae the voice of pi'ayer. 

She aleeps not where the wandering wing 
Of weaiy bird will oft repose, 
And bid Death's lonely dwelling ring 
When ahades around it cloae. 



She sleeps not there — the wìld-flowera' blua 
Wonld kindle up her closcd eye ; 
She coold not hear sweet music's gush 
Pass ali unheeded by. 
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Vain, vain would earth cali f orth again 
Her chìldren from their narrow bed ; 
The soni that loved her joyous strain 
Has fled — f orever fled. 

The spirit's robe earth gave is there, 
Where leans yon wild-flower's cheek of bloom, 
Where rises oft thy voice of prayer, — 
The spirit has no tornò. 

The weight of years is on the pile 
OuT f athers raised to Thee, O God : 
On this, onr tempie, rest thy smile, 
Till bent with days its tower shall nod. 

Thy word awoke, O Power Divine ! 
The hynm of praise in Nature*s hall : 
'T is man's high gift to rear thy shrine. 
And on Thee as his Father cali. 

To pour in music's solemn strain 
The heart's deep tide of gratef al love ; 
And kindle in thine earthly fané 
A spirit f or his home above. 

Thou bad'st him on thine aitar lay 
The holy thought, the pure desire ; 

1 Forthe DediMtloBof tteCluirob of tte Vorth 0OOI0I7IB 0«lffB, 
Jane 22,1836. 
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Th&t ligM witlùn, a brighter ray 
Than sunbeam'B glance, or Testai fire. 



*T will bum wlien Heaven's high aitar flame 
On yen blue height has ceased to glow; 
And o'er earth's dark, disBolring frame 
The sunligfat of the Spirit throw. 

Father ! within thy courta we bow, 
To ask tliy blessiug, eeek thy grace : 
Oh, amile upon thy children now ! 
Look down on this, thy hallowed place ! 

And vhen its trembling walls ahaU feel 
Tirae's heavy hand upon them rest, 
Thy nearer presence. Lord, reveal, 
And make thy children vhoUy blest. 



jHrantp* 

SoON the TTaves so lightly bounding 

Al] forget the terapest blaat ; 
Soon the pinea bo sadly Bonnding 

Ceaae to mourn the etorin that 'b past> 

Soon is husbed the voice of gladnesB 
Heard within the green wood'a breast j 

Yet come back no notes of sadnesB, 
No remembrance breaka ita rest. 
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Bot Aft bent; — haw food '".^wnL -naaar^ 

'Ewwrj note af ^jzref ama ;oy 
Oft eome baek the ootes if :iieaAnrRL 

Then 9^ (hrell die looka -duff -^anuii 
Swxft ac brigfamesw «if a trriflin 

Tbat in rsùn eutfa.'^ nnilefi :Dav 'immikii. 
There imdTiiig stzU diev 3«am. 



1 8Air a baseli ol fioireTSw suui Tnne 
With wìthered hand waa pbxckxng ooe ; 
I wondeiiiig asked him, as I passcd. 
Fot what the thìng I saw was done. 

'^My gìfts are ihese, the flowers you see, 
For her who cornea I hold this rose ; " 
I looked : the nurse held out her child, 
Just wakened from its sweet repose. 

Its email hand clasped the prize with joy, 
Each seemed the other to the eyo ; 
Bat Boon the flowers' bright leaves were strown^ 
And while I gazed a youth pasiwd by. 

Hie flower TinKe gave t/i hìm ìut heìA, 
Aiiil more adioinid; uud Um^ awbik -, 
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Tet as I watcbed him on hia way. 

'T was droppeil ero he had paced a mile. 

Man kept It longer : 't waa to liitn a gift. 
And with it long was Ioath to part ; 
Bat tw he jonmcyed on, I saw 
The ruBe lay withered on hia heart. 

One aged carne : stili he received Time's gift; 
But as he took it heaved a sigh : 
It dropped from out his trembling graspi — 
And at Time's feet his offeringa lie. 

Theo knew I none could bear away the flower 
Tbat Time on each and ali bestows ; 
Nor wouUl I take hia gift when ha 
T» nio v\ tiirti bel.L out a rose. 



Gbto. tni[Rtte. PoBttiumc. Poettmine, latnntnr ■ 

9nni. 

FutKTINn j-ear8 are ever hearing, 

lu their «ìleiit coiirse away, 
Ali that in Olir gJeasurea sharing 

Leut ti> lift) a rheering ray. 

BMUty*a t'hoek hut hluoms to wither, 

Siuiling honr^ hut rome to fly ; 
Thcy aro itwuti ; 'l'imo 's Itut the g^ver 

Of wltatoVr i» douiiied ta die. 
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Thou majr'st touch with blighting finger 
Ali that sense can bere enjoy ; 

Yet within my soul shall Unger 
That which thou canst not destroy. 

Love's sweet voice shall there awaken 
Joys that earth cannot impart : 

Joys that live when thou hast taken 
Ali that here can charm the heart 

As the years come gliding by me, 

Fancy's pleasing visiona rise ; 
Beauty's cheek, ah ! stili I see thee, 

Stili your glances, soft blue eyes ! 



€it tMùXlìi. 

'T is ali a great show 

The world that we 're in : 
None can teli when 't was finished, 

None saw it begin ; 
Men wander and gaze through 

Its courts and its halls, — 
Like children whose love is 

The picture-hung walls. 

There are flowers in the meadow, 
There are clouds in the sky, 

Songs pour from the woodland. 
The waters glide by : — 



FERVS FOEMS. 

Too many, tao many 

For eye or for ear, 
The 8ight3 that we see 

And the sound» that we bea 

A weight aa of slumber 

Comes down on the mind ; 
So Bwift is Life '3 train 

To its ohjects we 're hlìnd ; 
I, myaelf, iim hut one 

In the fleet gliding ahow; 
Llki! others I walk, 

But know nut where I go. 

One Saint to another 

I Leard say, '' How long? " 
I liatened, but nought more 

X heard of his song. 
The shadows are walking 

Througli city and plain 
How long shall the night 

And its ahadow reinain 7 

How long ere shatl shine, 

In tliis gliminer of things, 
The Light of which prophet 

In prophecy singa ; 
And the gates of that city 

Be open, whose sun 
No more to the west 

Ita ciivuit shall ron ! 
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fHv iHotjfter'ief Fotte. 

Mt mother's voice ! I hear it now ; 
I f eel her band upon my brow, 

As when in heartfelt Joy 
She raised her evening hymn of praise, 
And called down blessings on the days 

Of her loved boy. 

My mother's voice ! I bear it now ; 
Her band is on my burning brow, 

As in tbat early bour 
Wben f ever tbrobbed tbrougb ali my veins, 
And tbat fond band first sootbed my pains 

Witb bealing power. 

My motber's voice ! It sounds as wben 
Sbe read to me of boly men, 

Tbe Patriai'cbs of old : 
And, gazing downward in my face, 
Sbe seemed eacb infant tbougbt to trace 

My young eyes told. 

It Comes — wben tbougbts unballowed tbrong, 

Woven in sweet deceptive song, 

^ And wbispers round my beart ; 

As wben at ève it rose on bigb 
10 



€f|e ^e0titntng atUi ttie €nb. 



I 



-•.,*. 
t^^^^^^^"» 



Cdc WLati. 



What ìb the word ? I often bear men say, 
Greeting each other ia the miut or Street ; 
SeekÌBg f or Bomething new, from day to day. 
Of friend or neighbor whom tJiey chajice to 

The qaeatìon wakes in me the thougUtCul mind ; 
Do they receiTe the word they ask to hear ? 
Or is it only like the passing wind. 
Or empty echo dying on the ear ? 
^ The Word, Man, is not some idle sonnd, 
:t on the ear almost aa soou as heafd : 

e lif e-giving it ia Eonnd, 
d by ita voice the inmost eoal is stirred : 
D the ground a han-en seed, 
jielii up in fmitfal tliought &nd deed. 



a that speaks when thoa art in thy tomb, 
e bef ore thou saw'st the morning light ; 
B Word ! of ali that is the womb, 
llie nevev-failìng sight ; 
pvei speaking, none can hear 
Il Htlent in the praiae of God ; 

(U9) 
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For they withia Him live, to hope and fear ; 
They walk and speak ; bat He, — the grasa 

grown sod- 
ila presence round Uiem calls thetn forth to It, 
A Toìce too great for murmur or reproof ; 
A 8un that shines till they of It are lit, 
Itself the utteranee o£ Eternai Tnith : 
Perfect, without a blemiah ; uever found 
S&re tlirough the veil that wmps thy being 



orbe Boc&. 

ThOD art : there is no stay but in thy love ; 
Thy strength remains ; it huilt the eternai bilia ; 
It fipeaks the Word furever he&rd above, 
And ali creation wìth its pi-eaence fillB ; 
Upon it let me stand, and I shall live ; 
Tby Btrength shall fasten me forever fixed, 
And to my soni its sure foundations give, 
When earth and aky thy Word in one has mixed. 
Booted in Tbee no Btorm my branch ahall tear, 
Bnt with each day new sap ahall npward &ow ; 
And stili thy vine the clustering fruit shaU bear, 
That wìth each rain the lengthening alioots may 

Till o'er thy Kock ita leavea spread far and wide, 
And in ita green embrace ita Parent hide. 
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He was not arraed like thoae of eaatern dime, 
WhoBe lieavy axes Eelled their heathen foe ; 
Nor waa he ulad like tbi>se of later tiine, 
"Wliose breast-worn cross Letrayeil no cross be- 

Nor was he of tlie tribe of Levi bom, 

WLose pompous rites proelaim how vain their 

Whoae chilling words are heard at night and 

WKo rend their robes, but stili their hearts would 

£ut he nor steel nor sacred robe had on, 
Yet went he forth in God's almighty power : 
He apoke the Word whoae will is ever dona 
From day'a first dawn till earth's remoteat hour ; 
And mountains nielted from lùs preaence down, 
Aad hell, affrighted, fled before hia frown. 



orbi smar. 

I SAw a war : yet none the trumpet blew, 

Nor in their hands the Bteel-wiought weapons 

And in that conflict armed there fought but few, 
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And none tbat in the world's loud tumulti Bhare ; 
They fought against their -vììk, — the atubbora , 

That mail-clftd warriors left unfought within, 
And wovdy chainpiona left unslain below, — 
The ravening wolf thougìi drest in fleecy skin. 
They fought for peace, — not that the world can 

give; 
Whose tongoe proclaima the war its hands bave 

ceased, | 

And bids ub as each other's neighbor live, 
Kre haughty Self within us has deceased ; 
They fought for Him whose kìngdom must in>1 

Good will tfl men, on eartli forever peace. 



Ctie Bailroatt. 

Thou great proclaimer to the outward eye 
Of what the Spirit, too, would aeek to teli : 
Onward thou go'st, appoìnted from on liigh 
The other wamings of the Lord to swell. 
Thou art the voice of one that through the world | 
ProclaimB in atartling tones, " Prepare the way ; " J 
The lofty mountain from its seat is hnrled, 
The flinty rochs thine onward march obey ; 
The valleya, lifted from their lowly bed, 
O'ertop the hills that on thera frowned before ; 
Tbou passest wbere the living seldom tread, 
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Through foresta dark, where tides beneath thee 
roar ; 

And bid'st man's dwelling from thy track re- 
move, 

And would*8t with waming voice bis crooked 
paths reprove. 



I ASKED of Time to teli me where was Love : 
He pointed to ber footsteps on the snow, 
Where first the angel lighted from above. 
And bid me note the way and onward go. 
Through populous streets of cities spreading 

wide, 
By lonely cottage rising on the moor, 
Where bursts from sundered clifE the struggling 

tide, 
To where it hails the sea with answering roar, 
She led me on ; o'er mountain*s frozen head, 
Where mile on mile stili stretches on the plain, 
Then homeward wbither first my feet she led, 
I traced ber path along the snow again ; 
But there the san bad melted from the earth 
The prints where first she trod, a cbild of mortai 

birth. 
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CTbp fitantp JFaBiB. 

Tht beauty fades, and with it, too, my love ; 

For 't was tlie self-same stock ihat bore its ] 

flower. 
Soft fell the rain, and, breaking from above, 
The sun looked out upon our nuptial hour; 
And I had thought forever by thy side 
With bursting buda of hope in youth to dwell, 
Eut one by one Time atrewed thy petals wide. 
And every hope'a wan look a grief ean teli : 
For I had thoughtlesa lived beneath his sway, 
Wlio like a tyrant dealeth with uà ali, 
Crowning eacb rose, though rooted on decay, 
"With channs that ahall the Spirit's love enthrall, ì 
And for a aeaaon tum the soul's pnre eyea 
From TÌrtue'a changeless bloom that time and' ] 

death defies. 



'fieaotp. 

I QAZED upon thy face, — and hearing lif e 
Once stilled its sleepleas pulses in my breaat, 
And every thought whose being was a strife 
Each in ita ailent chamber aank to rest. 
I was not, Bave ìt were a thonght of thee ; 
The world was but a spot where thou hadat trod; 
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Froin every star thy glance seeraed fìxed on me; 
AlmoBt I loved thee better than my God, 
And stili I gaze, — but 'tia a holier thought 
Than tliat in which laj spirit Uved before, 
£ach star e. parer ray of love hos «anght, 
EartL wears a lovelier robe than then ìt wore, 
Aiid every lamp tkat buma aroand thy ahrine 
la fed with fire whose fountaìn is divine. 



Cile {)oitrE[. 

The niinutes bave tlieir trust» as they go by, 
To bear thy love who wiiigs their viewleas 

flight ; 
To Thee they bear their record as they fly, 
And ne ver t'rom their ceaselesB round alight, 
Rich with the lite Thou liv'st they come to me, — 
Oh ! may I ali that lif e to others show ; 
That they from strife may rise and rest in Thee, 
And ali thy peace in Chriat hy me may know. 
Then shall the morning cali me from my rest, 
With joyfut hope that I thy child may live ; 
And when the evening Comes, 't will make mo 

blest 
To know that Thou wilt peacefnl slumbers give ; 
Such as Thou dost to weary laborers nend, 
"WhoBe sleep from Thee doth with the dews de- 



VERra POEMS. 



^t CtEtnntRg: ani) tlit Snli. 

Thou art the First and Last, the End of ali 

Tlie wandering spirit seeks of eartli to know ; 

Thee first it left, a Parent, at ita tali ; 

To Thee again thy wilful child must go : 

With awe I read the promiBe of thy grace, 

To ali that disobey so freely giren ; 

The child Bhall aee again his Father'a face, 

And through thy love return to Thee and-fl 

heaven. 
Ye spirits that aronnd yonr Maker stand, 
Rejoice ! the worid is ranaomed from ita woe, 
earth ! obey your Sovereign's wise conunand, 
'T was He who bade for you his merey flow ; 
It is for you his love descends like rain, 
That you tìirough Him may rise to life again. 



Stnticr of f iwt WticS. 



A sad refrain I heard, from poet saA . 
Àwake, JB dead ! The Bummons has gone forlh ■ 
Bright imsge of the carly yeara .... 
Come Buddenlj, Lord, or slowly come 
Dark fouil floner ! I see th; leares unrolled 
Day t 1 lament (hat none can hymn thy praii 
Each naked bntnch, the yellaw ìtat or brown 
Fathert I bleas thy Dama Ihal I do live . . 
Falher, I wait thy word. The >un doth Ptam 
Father I Ihere ie no changa to live with Theo 
Fatherl thy wonderi do notBiiigly Blaad . 
rieeliPB yeara are eyer hearing .... 
Fot those who worahip Thea there Ì9 no dpath . 
He waa not anned like thoae of eaaiern cllm 
I ajked of Time lo lell ma «liera waa Love 
m[ what the hud may he . ' . . . 

Qt heal Ihy green gold breaat . . . 
ot bear thy voice wilh olhers' Bara . 



lelltt 



ra that I f eel 



I found. far culled from fragrsnt Qeld and gì 
1 afar from the rocky bill .... 

I gaMd upon thy face, — and beating life . 
DO brodier. They who meet me now 
itand ihut I may find employ . . . 

I looked tu find » man «ho walked <nith God . 
thee when Ihy gwelling buda appear 

a buQcb of flowen, and Titne ■ . • 
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I Hw a (far: yet nonr Ibe trumpct blew ISl 

I »Bir ■ wnrm, — wilh many « fold 134 

I ai» bim forfjing link by link big cbaìn SS 

I »w the spot where our Snt parentB ilwelt .... 60 
I ie« (beni, — crowd on crowd ihey wallt (h( 
I ait wilbin my ronm, mi Joy Io flnd . . 

I Ihank Thee, Falher, Ihat the night ia near 

II ia noi lire upon lliy girla Io lire 6t' 

1 too will wait wìrb Iboo retornlng Spring . . . 
It will not aliyl tha robe io peariy ubile . . . 
I wilk the «Ireett, and though Dot meanly dreat ■ 
I would adori) tbe day and give it roicB . . - 
I would lie low — the ground on wbich men tread 
I wDold not brealhe, when blow» thy mighly wind 
I wonld not tany. Ijiofe! tha ihiDga befora . . 
Long do we live utxin tbe baaks ni corn .... 
Men tei! bnw inany bloiwoins will appear ■ . ■ 
My brother, I am bungry; giva ine food . . . 
Uy flocka, had'si Ihou e'er seen Ihem, «bere Ihey 
My beart growa aick before the wide-spread dealli 

Naliire! my love for ihw i» deeper far .... 
Oh, bid the deBerl blosaom as tbe rose .... 
Oh, humble me! I canndt bidè the jny .... 
Oh praiBB Ibe Lord ! L«t eveiy beart be glad 
Oh! Bwell my bosom deeper wilh Ihy love . • 

Foel's band haa placed Ihee Ihere 1KF< 

Rejoice, je weary ! ye whoae spirita 
She aleepa noi where tbe giadaome e 
SooD the warea eo lighlly bounding 
Slay wbere 



Stili b1 



nSumi 



Il fide 



irai 



Stili, siili my eye will gaze long Gxed on thee . 
Tbe bubbling braok dolb leap when I come by . 
Tbe bush that haa most briais and bitlei fruii 
The ciear brighi moming, with ita aeented air 

The cominga on of Fallb US \ 

The faireat day that ever yet baa ahone . . 
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^V Ttie Bowe» I pasfl hsvo erea Ihat look at me .... 84 ^B 


The frasi ili cut, »nd in Ihe open fietd» .... 




106 ^H 


The huid 8nd foor Ibst Btir noi. Ihey shail flnd . 




^H 


TbA house my eArttUy tiafeiit Icft 






The Istler min, -it falli in anxiou» haute . . . 




105 ^H 


The le.ve8, Ihoiigh thick, are falling: one by one 






Tlie lighl thU mti thy hoiw at morn .... 




119 ^H 


The ]%ht will never open iiighlleM eyes . . . . 




^H 


The oiiDDtea hsve iheir Irmi» aa tliey eo hy . . 






The moming comesi and thickening fogli prevali 




^H 


The mornidg'B brifiLmeia caii.iol m-ke ihee giad 




^H 


The night Ihat hsa no alar Ik up by GoJ . . . 




^H 


^^^ The planlB (hat careleaa erow fhall blooni and bud 




^H 






^H 


Ibt Prophet «peak», the vrorld atlentiva aoii.ls 






^H 


The rain cornea down, it cornea withonl our cali 






^H 


Thereia a cupofavreet or bitter drink . . . 






^H 


Theie iea sif^hing in the wood 






UT ^H 


There ie nautilit (or (hee by tliy haste to gain . 






^^1 


There is no changa of tìme and placa wllh Thee 






^H 


There is no death »ith Thce 1 each plani and Ire 






^H 


Thera is no taith : the tnountain alanda wilhln 






^H 


Th«n is no moment but wboae flight dotli bring 






^1 


There la no worship now: Ihe idol Blande ■ > 








The road is left Ihat once waa Irod .... 






laa ^^1 


The rose thou shovir'st me haa loat ali ita bue . 






^H 


TheseedhaaBtaned, — whocansUy it? Beo 






^^H 


The Bun dolh not the hidden place reveal . . 








The Bweet-hriar rose lias not a form mora fair . 






^H 


The wei^lit uE veara is on the pile 






^^H 


The winds are out wilh lond ìncrenaing «bout . 






loe ^H 


The wordi that come unuttered by Ibe brealh 






^H 


They love me not wbo at my Ubie eat . . . 






^H 


Thev (old me, when my heart was glad . . . 






^^1 


Thoo art more deadly than Uie Jew ot old . . 






^^1 


Thou art the Fint and Uat, the End of «Il . 






^^1 


Thon art: there is no atay but in thy love ■ . 








Thou great proclaimer to the outwatd eye . . 
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Thnu hiit noi left tbe rDugh-bsrk«d troe to grow 
Thau lookett up witb mtek, cnniìding eye . . - 
Thfu niak'M me poar Ibst I enrit^hnl by Tbee 
Thoa bchI'iI not flutter from (br lulf-built nut . 
Thoa need'it not real : the eblnlng iphem are Ih 
Tbon pray'it noi, uva when In tb; »ul tbou pn. 
Udii readeit, but cuh l«tterfd word can give ■ 
TbnD ripeiiBBt tbe fruiti «ith «armer air ■ ■ . 
Thou «hall do what Tbou wìlt wilh Ihine own ha] 
Thou ihall the maunlain more; be slrong in me 
ThDU lìnt^'at alone od the bare winlry bough ■ 
Tban epriagesl from tbe ground, and msf net I 
Tbou tellat Iruiha unspoken f et br man . . 
Tbou Kilt tay hands empio;, tbough otbers Bod 
Thy beauty farle), aod wjth it loo my loro . . 

'Tiiallagrealahair 

Tifi a new life; — thaughts move not as tbey di 
'Ti« near Ihe moroing waich: the diui lamp bui 

Tia lo yoDTKirl «peak; yoo cannot know . 
To teli my journeyn, whera I dally walk . . 
Tnen ihail riae araund tby dxetling .... 
Upon Ibe Plymouth >hore the vild mn bloon» 
What i» the word? 1 otten boarmen »ay . . 
Whence carne thiii mom, Ihìì giorioa» mora . 
Wbtnce didal tbou nprìn^i or art Ihou yet unboni 
When come) the sud to visit Iliee at mom . . . 
When I would ting of crooked mreama and fielda 
Wbere Lhìs one dwellt and Ihat, Ihou knov'sl it w 

Why art tbou not Bwake, my son 

Whv readeit thou ? thoa canst not gain the lifa - 
WUt Tbou not riait m 
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